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CHAPTER I

MADEMOISELLE JEANNE.

¢¢ Maitre Corbeau, sur un arbre perché.”
LA FONTAINE.

It was so cold. Ah, so very cold! So thought the
old raven as he hobbled up and down the terrace
walk at the back of the house—the walk that was so
pleasant in summer, with its pretty view of the lower
garden, gay with the bright, stiffly-arranged flower-
beds, so pleasantly warm and yet shady with the old

" trees overhead, where the raven’s second cousins, the

rooks, managed their affairs, not without a good deal
of chatter about it, it must be confessed. “ Silly
creatures,” the raven was in the habit of calling them
with contempt—all to himself, of course, for no one
understood the different tones of his croaking, even
though he was a French raven and had received the
best of educations. But to-day he was too depressed

in spirit by the cold to think of his relations or their
& B
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behaviour at all. He just hopped or hobbled—I
hardly know which you would call it—slowly and
solemnly up and down the long walk, where the snow
lay so thick that at each hop it came ever so far up
his black claws, which annoyed him very much, I
~ assure you, and made him wish more than ever that
summer was back again.

Poor old fellow! he was not usually of a discon-
tented disposition ; but to-day, it must be allowed, he
was in the right about the cold. It was very cold.

Several others beside the raven were thinking
so—the three chickens who lived in a queer little
house in ome corner of the yard thought so, and
huddled the closer together, as they settled themselves
for the night. For though it was only half-past three
in the afternoon, they thought it was no use sitting
up any longer on such a make-believe of a day, when
not the least little ray of sunshine had succeeded in
creeping through the leaden-grey sky. And the
tortoise would have thought so too if he could, but
he was too sleepy to think at all, as he “ cruddled ”
himself into his shell in the corner of the laurel hedge,
and dreamt of the nice hot days that were past.

And upstairs, inside the old house, somebody else
was thinking so too—a little somebody who seemed
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to be doing her best to make herself, particularly her
nose, colder still, for she was pressing it hard on to
the icy window-pane and staring out on to the
deserted, snow-covered garden, and thinking how cold
it was, and wishing it was summer time again, and
fancying how it would feel to be a raven like old
“Dudu,” all at once, in the mixed-up, dancing-about
way that “ thinking ” was generally done in the funny
little brain of Mademoiselle Jeanne.

Inside the room it was getting dark, and the white .
snow outside seemed to make it darker.

“ Mademoiselle Jeanne,” said a voice belonging to
a servant who just then opened the door; “ Made-
moiselle Jeanne, what are you doing at the window ?
You will catch cold.”

Jeanne gave a little start when she heard her-
self spoken to. She had been all alone in the room
for some time, with'not a sound about her. She
turned slowly from the window and came near the
fire.
“If I did catch cold, it would not be bad,” she
said. “I would stay in bed, and you, Marcelline,
would make me nice things to eat, and nobody would
say, ‘Don’t do that, Mademoiselle’ It would be
charming.”
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Marcelline was Jeanne’s old nurse, and she had
been her mother’s nurse too. She was really rather
old, how old nobody seemed exactly to know, but
Jeanne thought her very old, and asked her once if
she had not been her grandmother’s nurse too. Any
one else but Marcelline would have been offended at
such a question ; but Marcelline was not like any one
else, and she never was offended at anything. She
was so old that for many years no one had seen
much difference in her—she had reached a sort of
settled oldness, like an arm-chair which may once
have been covered with bright-coloured silk, but
which, with time and wear, has got to have an all-
over-old look which never seems to get any worse
Not that Marcelline was dull or grey to look at—she
was bright and cheery, and when she had & new clean
cap on, all beautifully frilled and crimped round her
face, Jeanne used to tell her that she was beautiful,
quite beautiful, and that if she was wvery good and
always did exactly what Jeanne asked her, she—
Jeanne—would have her to be nurse to her children
when she had grown up to be a lady, married to some
very nice gentleman,

And when Jeanne chattered like that, Marcelline
used to smile; she never said anything, she just
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smiled. Sometimes Jeanne liked to see her smile;
sometimes it would make her impatient, and she
would say, “ Why do you smile like that, Marcelline ?
Speak:! When I speak I like you to speak too.”

But all she could get Marcelline to answer would
be, “ Well, Mademoiselle, it is very well what you say.”

This evening—or perhaps I should say afternoon,
for whatever hour the chickens’ timepiece made it, it
was only half-past three by the great big clock that
stood at the end of the long passage by Jeanne’s room
door ;—this afternoon Jeanne was not quite as lively
as she sometimes was, She sat down on the floor in
front of the fire and stared into it. It was pretty
to look at just then, for the wood was burning redly,
and at the tiniest touch a whole bevy of lovely sparks
would fly out like bees from a hive, or a covey of
birds, or better still, like a thousand imprisoned
fairies escaping at some magic touch. Of all things,
Jeanne loved to give this magic touch. There was
no poker, but she managed just as well with a stick
of unburnt wood, or sometimes, when she was gquite
sure Marcelline was not looking, with the toe of her
little shoe. Just now it was Marcelline who set the
fairy sparks free by moving the logs a little and
putting on a fresh one behind.
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“ How pretty they are, are they not, Marcelline ?”
said Jeanne. ’

Marcelline did not speak, and when Jeanne looked
up at her, she saw by the light of the fire that she was
smiling. Jeanne held up her forefinger.

“ Naughty Marcelline,” she said; “you are not to
smile. You are to speak. I want you to speak very
much, for it is so dull, and I have nothing to do. I
want you to tell me stories, Marcelline. Do you
hear, you naughty little thing ?”

¢And what am I to tell you stories about then,
Mademoiselle? You have got all out of my old
head long ago ; and when the grain is all ground what
can the miller do?”

“Get some more, of course,” said Jeanne. “Why,
I could make stories if I tried, I daresay, and I am
only seven, and you who are a hundred—are you
quite a hundred, Marcelline ?”

Marcelline shook her head.

“ Not quite, Mademoiselle,” she said.

“Well, never mind, you are old enough to make
stories, any way. Tell me more about the country
where you lived when you were little as I; the
country you will never tell me the name of. Oh, I
do like that one about the Golden Princess shut up
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in the castle by the sea! I like stories about prin-
cesses best ofall. I do wishI were a princess ; next to
my best wish of all, I wish to be a princess. Marcel-
line, do you hear? I want you to tell me a story.”

Still Marcelline did not reply. She in her turn
was looking into the fire. Suddenly she spoke.

“ One, two, three,” she said. “ Quick, now, Made-
moiselle, quick, quick. Wish a wish before that last
spark is gone. Quick, Mademoiselle.”

“Oh dear, what shall I wish ?” exclaimed Jeanne.
“When you tell me to be quick it all goes out of my
head; but I know now. I wish——"

“ Hush, Mademoiselle,” said Marcelline, quickly
again. “ You must not say it aloud. Never mind,
it is all right. You have wished it before the spark
is gone. It will come true, Mademoiselle.”

Jeanne’s bright dark eyes glanced up at Marcel-
line with an expression of mingled curiosity and
respect.

“ How do you know it will come true?” she
said.

Marcelline’s old eyes, nearly as bright and dark
still as Jeanne’s own, had a half-mischievous look in
them as she replied, solemnly shaking her head,

« T know, Mademoiselle, and that is all I can say.
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And when the time comes for your wish to be granted,
you will see if I am not right.”

~ “Shall I?” said Jeanne, half impressed, half
rebellious. “Do the fairies tell you things, Marcel-
line? Not that I believe there are any fairies—not
now, any way.” '

“Don’t say that, Mademoiselle,” said Marcelline.
“ In that country I have told you of no one ever said
such a thing as that.”

“Why didn’t they? Did they really sce fairies
there ?” asked Jeanne, lowering her voice a little.

“Perhaps,” said Marcelline; but that was all she
would say, and Jeanne couldn’t get her to tell her
any fairy stories, and had to content herself with
making them for herself instead out of the queer
shapes of the burning wood of the fire.

She was so busy with these fancies that she did
not hear the stopping of the click-click of Marcel-
line’s knitting needles, nor did she hear the old nurse
get up from her chair and go out of the room. A
few minutes before, the facteur had rung at the great
wooden gates of the courtyard——a rather rare event,
for .in those days letters came only twice a week—
but this, too, little Jeanne had not heard. She must
have grown drowsy with the quiet and the heat of
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_the fire, for she quite started when the door again
opened, and Marcelline’s voice told her that her
mother wanted her to go down to the salon, she had
something to say to her.

“(Q Marcelline,” said Jeanne, rubbing her eyes,
“I didn’t know you had gone away. What does
mamma want? O Marcelline, I am so sleepy, I
would like to go to bed.”

“To go to bed, Mademoiselle, and not yet five
o'clock! Oh no, you will wake up nicely by the
time you get down to the salon.”

“I am so tired, Marcelline,” persisted Jeanne.
“ These winter days it is so dull. I don’t mind in
summer, for then I can playin the garden with Dudu
and the tortoise, and all the creatures. But in winter
it is so dull. I would not be tired if I had a little
friend to play with me.”

“Keep up your heart, Mademoiselle. Stranger
things have happened than that you should have
some one to play with.”

“ What do you mean, Marcelline ?” said J eanne,
curiously. “Do you know something, Marcelline ?
Tell me, do. Did you know what my wish was ?”
she added, eagerly. :

«“I know, Mademoiselle, that Madame will be
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waiting for you in the salon. We can talk about
your wish later ; when I am putting you to bed.”

She would say no more, but smoothed Jeanne’s
soft dark hair, never very untidy it must be owned,
for it was always neatly plaited in two tails that
hung down her back, as was then the fashion for
little girls of Jeanne’s age and country, and bade her
again not to delay going downstairs,

Jeanne set off. In that great rambling old house
it was really quite a journey from her room to her
mother’s salon. There was the long corridor to pass,
at one end of which were Jeanne’s quarters, at
the other a room which had had for her since her
babyhood a mingled fascination and awe. It was
hung with tapestry, very old, and in some parts
faded, but still distinct. As Jeanne passed by the
door of this room, she noticed that it was open, and
the gleam of the faint moonlight on the snow-covered
garden outside attracted her.

«I can see the terrace ever so much better from
the tapestry room window,” she said to herself. “I
wonder what Dudu is doing, poor old fellow. Oh,
how cold he must be! I suppose Grignan is asleep
in a hole in the hedge, and the chickens will be all
right any way. I have not seen Houpet all day.”
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“Houpet ” was Jeanne's favourite of the three
chickens. He had come by his name on account of
a wonderful tuft of feathers on the top of his head,
which stuck straight up and then waved down again,
something like a little umbrella. No doubt he was a
very rare and wonderful chicken, and if I were clever
about chickens I would be able to tell you all his re-
markable points. But that I cannot do. I can only
say he was the queerest-looking creature that ever
pecked about a poultry-yard, and how it came to pass
that Jeanne admired him so, I cannot tell you either.

“ Poor Houpet !” she repeated, as she ran across the
tapestry room to the uncurtained window; “I am
sure he must have been very sad without me all day.
He has such a loving heart. The others are nice too,
but not half so loving. And Grignan has no heart at
all; I suppose tortoises never have; only he is very
comical, which is nearly as nice. As for Dudu, I
really eannot say, he is so stuck up, as if he knew
better than any one else. Ah, there he is, the old
fellow! Well, Dudu,” she called out, as if the raven
could have heard her so far off and through the
closely shut window; “well, Dudu, how are you to-
day, my dear sir? How do you like the snow and
the cold ?”
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Dudu calmly continued his promenade up and
down the terrace. Jeanne could clearly distinguish
his black shape against the white ground.

“I am going downstairs to see mamma, Dudu,”
she went on. “I love mamma very much, but I
wish she wasn’t my mother at all, but my sister. I
wish she was turned into a little girl to play with
me, and that papa was turned into a little boy. How
funny he would look with his white hair, wouldn’t
he, Dudu? Oh, you stupid Dudu, why won’t you
speak to me? I wish you would come up here;
there’s a beautiful castle and garden in the tapestry,
where you would have two peacocks to play with ;”
for just at that moment the moon, passing from under
a cloud, lighted up one side of the tapestry, which, as
Jeanne said, represented a garden with various curious
occupants. And as the wavering brightness caught
the grotesque figures in turn, it really seemed to the
little girl as if they moved. Half pleased, half
startled at the fancy, she clapped her hands.

“ Dudu, Dudu,” she cried, “ the peacocks want you
to come; they’re beginning to jump about;” and
almost as she said the words a loud croak from the
raven sounded in her ears, and turning round, there,
to her amazement, she saw Dudu standing on the
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ledge of the window outside, his bright eyes shining,
his black wings flapping, just as if he would say,

“Let me in, Mademoiselle, let me in. Why do
you mock me by calling me if you won’t let me in ?”

Completely startled by this time, Jeanne turned
and fled.

“He must be a fairy,” she said by herself; «“I'll
never make fun of Dudu any more—never. He must
be a fairy, or how else could he have got up from the
terrace on to the window-sill all in & minute ? And
I don’t think a raven fairy would be nice at all ; he'd
be a sort of an imp, I expect. I wouldn’t mind now
if Houpet was a fairy, he’s so gentle and loving ; but
Dudu would be a sort of ogre fairy, he’s so black and
solemn. Oh dear, how he startled me! How did he
get up there? I'm very glad I don’t sleep in the
tapestry room.”

But when she got down to the brightly-lighted
salon her cheeks were so pale and her eyes so startled-
looking that her mother was quite concerned, and
eagerly asked what was the matter.

“ Nothing,” said Jeanne at first, after the manner
of little girls, and boys too, when they do not want to
be cross-questioned ; but after a while she confessed
that she had run into the tapestry room on her
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way down, and that the moonlight made the figures
look as if they were moving—and—and—that Dudu
came and stood on the window-sill and croaked at her.

“Dudu stood on the window-sill outside the
tapestry room!” repeated her father; “impossible,
my child! ‘Why, Dudu could not by any conceivable
means get up there; you might as well say you saw
the tortoise there too.”

“If I had called him perhaps he would have come
too; I believe Dudu and he are great friends,”
thought Jeanne to herself, for her mind was in a
queer state of confusion, and she would not have felt
very much astounded at anything. But aloud she
only repeated, “ I'm sure he was there, dear papa.”

And to satisfy her, her kind father, though he was
not so young as he had been, and the bad weather
made him very rheumatic, mounted upstairs to the
tapestry room, and carefully examined the window
inside and out.

“Nothing of the kind to be seen, my little girl,”
was his report. “Master Dudu was hobbling about
in the snow on his favourite terrace walk as usual.
I hope the servants give him a little meat in this cold
weather, by the by. I must speak to Eugéne about
it. 'What you fancied was Dudu, my little Jeanne,”
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he continued, “ must have been a branch of the ivy
blown across the window. In the moonlight, and with
the reflections of the snow, things take queer shapes.”

“But there i8 no wind, and the ivy doesn’t grow
so high up, and the ivy could not have croaked,”
thought Jeanne to herself again, though she was far
too well brought up a little French girl to contradict
her father by saying so.

“ Perhaps 8o, dear papa,” was all she said.

But her parents still looked a little uneasy.

“ She cannot be quite well,” said her mother. “She
must be feverish. I must tell Marcelline to make her
a little tisane when she goes to bed.”

“Ah, bah!” said Jeanne’s white-headed papa.
“What we were speaking of will be a much better
cure than tisane. She needs companionship of her
own age.”

Jeanne pricked up her ears at this, and glanced at
her mother inquiringly. Instantly there started into
her mind Marcelline’s prophecy about her wish.

“The naughty little Marcelline {” she thought to
herself. “She has been tricking me. I believe she
knew something was going to happen. Mamma,
my dear mamma !” she cried, eagerly but respectfully,
“have you something to tell me? Have you ted
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letters, mamma, from the country, where the little
cousin lives #”

Jeanne’s mother softly stroked the cheeks, red
enough now, of her excited little daughter.

“Yes, my child,” she replied. “I have had a
letter. It was for that I sent for you—to tell you
about it. I have a letter from the grandfather of
Hugh, with whom he has lived since his parents died,
and he accepts my invitation. Hugh is to come to .
live with us, as his mother would have wished. His
grandfather can spare him, for he has other grand-
children, and we need him, do we not, my Jeanne?
My little girl needs a little brother—and I loved his
mother so much,” she added in a lower voice.

Jeanne could not speak. Her face was glowing
with excitement, her breath came quick and short,
almost, it seemed, as if she were going to cry. “O,
mamma !” was all she could say—* O mamma !” but '
her mother understood her.

“ And when will he come ?” asked Jeanne next.

“Soon, I hope. In a few days; but it depends on
the weather greatly. The snow has stopped the dili-
gences in several places, they say; but his grand-

" father writes that he would like Hugh to come soon,
as he himself has to leave home.” i
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“And will he be always with us? Will he do
lessons with me, mamma, and go to the chiteau with
us in summer, and always be with us 2”

“I hope so. For along time at least. And he
will do lessons with you at first—though when he
gets big he will need more teachers, of course.”

“He is a year older than I, mamma.”

“Yes, he is eight.” ‘

“ And, mamma,” added Jeanne, after some consi-
deration, “ what room will he have ?”

“The tapestry room,” said her mother. “It is the
warmest, and Hugh is rather delicate, and may feel it
cold here. And the tapestry room is not far from
yours, my little Jeanne, so you can keep your toys
and books together. There is only one thing I do
not quite understand in the letter,” went on Jeanne’s
mother, turning to her husband as she always did in
any difficulty —he was so much older and wiser
than she, she used to say. “Hugh's grandfather says
Hugh has begged leave to bring a pet with him, and
he hopes I will not mind, What can it be? I can-
not read the other word.”

« A little dog probably,” said Jeanne’s father, put-
ting on his spectacles as he took the letter from his
wife, “a pet—gu—ga—and then comes another word

(]
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beginning with ‘p.” It almost looks like ‘ pig,’ but it
could not be a pet pig. No, I cannot read it either;
we must wait to see till he comes.”

As Marcelline was preparing to put Jeanne to bed
that night, the little girl suddenly put her arms round
her nurse’s neck, and drew down her old face till it
was on a level with her own.

“Look in my face, Marcelline,” she said. “ Now
look in my face and confess. Now, didn’t you know
that mamma had got a letter to-night and what it
said, and was not that how you knew my wish would
come true ?”

Marecelline smiled.

“That was one way I knew, Mademoiselle,” she
said.

“Well, it shows I'm right not to believe in fairies
any way. I really did think at first that the fairies
had told you something, but——" suddenly she stopped
as the remembrance of her adventure in the tapestry
room returned to her mind. “Dudu may be a fairy,
whether Marcelline has anything to do with fairies
or not,” she reflected. It was better certainly to ap-
proach such subjects respectfully. “«Marcelline,” she
added, after a little silence, “ there is only one thing
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I don’t like. I wish the little cousin were not going
to sleep in the tapestry room.”

“Not in the tapestry room, Mademoiselle ?” ex-
claimed Marcelline, “ why, it is the best room in the
house! You, who are so fond of stories, Mademoiselle
—why there are stories without end on the walls of the
tapestry room; particularly on a moonlight night.”

“ Are there ?” said Jeanne. I wonder then if the
little cousin will be able to find them out. If hedoes,
he must tell them to me. Are they fairy stories,
Marcelline ?”

But old Marcelline only smiled.
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CHAPTER IL
PRINCE CHERL

““I’ll take my guinea-pig always to church.”
CHILD WORLD.

Ir it were cold just then in the thick-walled, well-
warmed old house, which was Jeanne’s home, you
may fancy how cold it was in the rumbling diligence,
which in those days was the only way of travelling
in France. And for a little boy whose experience of
long journeys was small, this one was really rather
trying. But Jeanne’s cousin Hugh was a very patient
little boy. His life, since his parents’ death, had not
been a very happy one, and he had learnt to bear
troubles without complaining. - And now that he was
on his way to the kind cousins his mother had so
often told him of, the cousins who had been so kind
to her, before she had any home of her own, his heart
was so full of happiness that, even if the journey had
been twice as cold and uncomfortable, he would not
have thought himself to be pitied.

It was a pale little face, however, which looked
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out of the diligencé window at the different places
where it stopped, and a rather timid voice which
asked in the pretty broken French he had not quite
forgotten since the days that his mother taught him
her own language, for a little milk for his “pet.”
The pet, which had travelled on his knees all the way
from England—comfortably nestled up in hay and
cotton wool in its cage, which looked something like
a big mouse-trap—much better off in its way certainly
than its poor little master. But it was a great comfort
to him : the sight of its funny little nose poking out
between the bars of its cage made Hugh feel ever so
much less lonely, and when he had secured a little
milk for his guinea-pig he did not seem to mind half
so much about anything for himself. .

Still it was a long and weary journey, and poor
Hugh felt very glad when he was wakened up from
the uncomfortable dose, which was all in the way of
sleep he could manage, to be told that at last they
had arrived. This was the town where his friends
lived, and a “monsieur,” the conductor added, was
inquiring for him—Jeanne’s father's valet it was, who
had been sent to meet him and take him safe to the
old house, where an eager little heart was counting
the minutes till he came.
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They ocsd 33 el caaer curiously when at last
they met Jeaame's eves were sparklingy and her
checks burmimy, ami her whole Imle personm in a
flatter of jovfal excizemer:s. smi yet she couldnt
speak. Now that the Intle cousin was there, actually
standiny before her, she could mot speak. How was
it?! He was not guite what she had expected; he
looked paler and guieter tkar sny bovs she had seen,
and—wras he not glad to see her I—glad to have come ?
—she asked herself with a Lttle misgiving. She
looked at him again—his blue eves were very sweet
and gentle, and, tired though he was, Jeanne could
see that he was trying to smile and look pleased.
But he was rery tired and very shy. That was all
that was the matter. And his shyness made Jeanne
feel shy too.

“ Are you very tired, my cousin ?” she said at last.

“Not very, thank you,” said Hugh. “I am rather
tired, but I am not very hungry,” he added, glancing
at a side-table where a little supper had been laid out
for him. “I am not very hungry, but I think Nibble
is. Might I have a little milk for Nibble, please ?*

As he spoke he held up for Jeanne to see the
small box he was carrying, and she gave a little
scream of pleasure when, through the bars, she caught
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sight of the guinea-pig’s soft nose, poking out, saying
as plainly almost as if he had spoken, “I want my sup-
per; please to see at once about my supper, little girl.”

“Neeble,” cried Jeanne, “O my cousin, is Neeble
your pet? Why, he is a ‘cochon de Barbariel’ O
the dear little fellow! We could not—at least papa
and mamma could not—read what he was. And have
you brought him all the way, my cousin, and do you
love him very much? Marcelline, Marcelline, oh, do -
give us some milk for the cochon de Barbarie—obh, see,
Marcelline, how sweet he is!”

Once set free, her tongue ran on so fast that some-
times Hugh had difficulty to understand her. But
the ice was broken any way, and when, an hour or
two later, Jeanne’s mother told her she might take
Hugh up to show him his room, the two trotted off,
hand-in-hand, as if they had been close companions
for years,

“T hope you will like your room, chéri,” said Jeanne,
with a tiny tone of patronising. “Itisnot very far from
mine, and mamma says we can keep all our toys and
books together in my big cupboard in the passage.”

Hugh looked at Jeanne for a moment without
speaking. “What was that name you called me just
now, Jeanne ?” he asked, after a little pause.
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Jeanne thought for a minute,

“‘Mon cousin,” was it that?” she said. “Oh no,
I remember, it was ‘chéri” I cannot say your name
—I have tried all these days. I cannot say it better
than ¢ Ee-ou,” which is not pretty.”

She screwed her rosy little mouth into the funniest
shape as she tried to manage “ Hugh.” Hugh could
hardly help laughing.

“Never mind,” he said. “I like ‘chéri’ ever so
much better. I like it better than ‘mon cousin’ or
any name, because, do you know,” he added, dropping
his voice a little, “I remember now, though I had
forgotten till you said it—that was the name mamma
called me by.”

“ Chéri!” repeated Jeanne, stopping half-way up
the staircase to throw her arms round Hugh’s neck
at the greatest risk to the equilibrium of the whole
party, including the guinea-pig—*“Chéri! I shall
always call you so, then. You shall be my Prince
Chéri. Don’t you love fairy stories, mon cousin ?”

“ Awfully,” said Hugh, from the bottom of his
soul.

“I knew you would,” said Jeanne triumphantly.
“ And oh, so do I! Marcelline says, Chéri, that the
tapestry room—that’s the room you’re going to have
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—is full of fairy stories. I wonder if you'll find out
any of them. You must tell me if you do.”

“The tapestry room ?” repeated Hugh; “I don’t
think I ever saw a tapestry room. Oh,” he added,
as a sudden recollection struck him, “is it like what
that queen long ago worked about the battles and all
that? I mean all about William the Conqueror.”

“No,” said Jeanne, “it's quite different from
that work. I've seen that, so I know. It isn’t
pretty at all. It's just long strips of linen with
queer-shaped horses and things worked on. Not at
all pretty. And I think the pictures on the walls of
your room are pretty. Here it is. Isn't it a funny
room, Chéri?”

She opened the door of the tapestry room as she
spoke, for while chattering they had mounted the
staircase and made their way along the corridor.
Hugh followed his little cousin into the room, and
stood gazing round him with curious surprise and
pleasure. The walls were well lighted up, for Mar-
celline had carried a lamp upstairs and set it down
on the table, and a bright fire was burning in the
wide old-fashioned hearth.

“ Jeanne,” said Hugh, after a minute’s silence,
“Jeanne, it is very funny, but, do you know,1 sm
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sure I have seen this room before. I seem to know
the pictures on the walls. Oh, kow nice they are!
I didn’t think that was what tapestry meant. Oh,
how glad I am this is to be my room—is yours like
this too, Jeanne ?”

Jeanne shook her head.

“Oh no, Chéri,” she said. “My room has a nice
paper—roses and things like that running up and
down. I am very glad my room is not like this. I
don’t think I should like to see all these funny
creatures in the night. You don’t know how queer
they look in the moonlight. They quite frightened
me once.”

Hugh opened his blue eyes very wide.

“ Frightened you?” he said. “I should never be
frightened at them. They are so nice and funny. Just
look at those peacocks, Jeanne. They are lovely.”

Jeanne still shook her head.

“] don’t think so,” she said. “I can’t bear those
peacocks. But I'm very glad you like them, Chéri.”

“I wish it was moonlight to-night,” continued
Hugh. “I don’t think I should go to sléep at all. I
would lie awake watching all the pictures. I dare
say they look rather nice in the firelight too, but still
not 8o nice as in the moonlight.”
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“ No, Monsieur,” said Marcelline, who had followed
the children into the room. “A moonlight night is
the time to see them best. It makes the colours look
quite fresh again. Mademoiselle Jeanne has never
looked at the tapestry properly by moonlight, or she
would like it better.”

“I shouldn’t mind with Chéri,” said Jeanne,
“You must call me some night when it's very pretty,
Chéri, and we’ll look at it together.”

Marcelline smiled and seemed pleased, which was
rather funny. Most nurses would have begun scold-
ing Jeanne for dreaming of such a thing as running
about the house in the middle of the night to admire
the moonlight on tapestry or on anything else. But
then Marcelline certainly was rather a funny person.

“And the cochon de Barbarie, where is he to
sleep, Monsieur ?” she said to Hugh.

Hugh looked rather distressed.

“I don’t know,” he said. “ At home he slept in
his little house on a sort of balcony there was outside
my window. But there isn’t any balcony here—be-
sides, it’s so wery cold, and he’s quite strange, you
know.”

He looked at Marcelline, appealingly.

«1 daresay, while it is so cold, Madame would not
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mind if we put him in the cupboard in the passage,”
she said ; but Jeanne interrupted her.

“Oh no,” she said. “He would be far better in
the chickens’ house. It's nice and warm, I know,
and his cage can be in one corner. He wouldn’t be
nearly so lonely, and to-morrow I'll tell Houpet and
the others that they must be very kind to him.
Houpet always does what I tell him.”

“Who is Houpet ?” said Hugh.

“He's my pet chicken,” replied Jeanne. “They’re
all pets, of course, but he’s the most of a pet of all. He
lives in the chicken-house with the two other little
chickens. O Chéri,” she added, glancing round, and see-
ing that Marcelline had left the room, ““do let us run out
and peep at Houpet for a minute. We can go through
the tonnelle, and the chickens’ house is close by.”

She darted off as she spoke, and Hugh, nothing
loth, his precious Nibble still in his arms, followed
her. They ran down the long corridor, on to which
opened both the tapestry room and Jeanne’s room at
the other end, through a small sort of anteroom, and
then—for though they were upstairs, the garden being
built in terraces was at this part of the house on a
level with the first floor—then straight out into
what little Jeanne called “the tonnelle,”
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Hugh stood still and gazed about him with delight
and astonishment.

“Q. Jeanne,” he exclaimed, “how pretty it is!
oh, how very pretty!”

Jeanne stopped short in her progress along the
tonnelle.

“ What's pretty ?” she said in a matter-of-fact
tone. “Do you mean the garden with the snow ?”

“No, no, that’s pretty too, but I mean the trees.
Look up, Jeanne, do.”

There was no moonlight, but the light from the
windows streamed out to where the children stood,
and shone upon the beautiful icicles on the branches
above their heads. For the tonnelle was a kind of
arbour—a long covered passage made by trees at each
side, whose boughs had been trained to meet and
interlace overhead. And now, with their fairy tracery
of snow and frost, the effect of the numberless little
branches forming & sparkling roof was pretty and
fanciful in the extreme. Jeanne looked up as she
was told.

“Yes,” she said, “it’s pretty. If it was moonlight
_ it would be prettier still, for then we could see right-
along the tonnelle to the end.”

“ I don’t think that would be prettier,” said Hugh;
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“the dark at the end makes it look so nice—like as
if it was a fairy door into some queer place—a magic
cavern, or some place like that.” ‘

“So it does,” said Jeanne. “What nice fancies
you have, Chéri! But I wish you could see the
tonnelle in summer. It 48 pretty then, with all the
leaves on. But we must run quick, or else Marcelline
will be calling us before we have got to the chicken-
house.”

Off she set again, and Hugh after her, though not
so fast, for Jeanne knew every step of the way, and
poor Hugh had never been in the garden before. It
was not very far to go, however—the chickens’ house
was in a little courtyard just a few steps from the ton-
nelle, and guided by Jeanne’s voice in front as much as
by the faint glimpses of her figure, dark against the
snow, Hugh soon found himself safe beside her at the
door of the chickens’ house. Jeanne felt about till
she got hold of the latch, which she lifted, and was
going to push open the door and enter when Hugh
stopped her.

“Jeanne,” he said, “it’s quite dark. We can’t pos-
sibly see the chickens. Hadn’t we better wait till

to-morrow, and put Nibble in the cupboard, as Mar-
celline said, for to-night ?”
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«“Oh no,” said Jeanne. “It doesn’t iatter a bit
" that it’s dark.” She opened the door as she spoke, and
gently pulled Hugh in after her. “Look,” she went
on, “there is a very, very little light from the kitchen
window after all, when the door is opened. Look,
Chéri, up in that corner sleep Houpet and the others.
Put the cochon de Barbarie down here—so—that
will do. He will be quite safe here, and you feel it
is not cold.”

“ And are there no rats, or naughty dogs about—
nothing like that ?” asked Hugh rather anxiously.

“ Of course not,” replied Jeanne, “Do you think
I'd leave Houpet here if there were? Il call to
Houpet now, and tell him to be kind to the little
cochon.”

“ But Houpet's asleep, and, besides, how would he
know what you say ?” objected Hugh.

For all answer Jeanne gave a sort of little whistle
—half whistle, half coo it was. “Houpet, Houpet,”
she called softly, “ we've brought a little cochon de
Barbarie to sleep in your house. You must be very
kind to him—do you hear, Houpet dear? and in the
morning you must fly down and peep in at his cage
and tell him you’re very glad to see him.”.

A faint, a very faint little rustle was heard up
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above in the corner where Jeanne had tried to per-
suade her cousin that the chickens were to be seen,
and delighted at this evidence that any way they were
to be heard, she turned to him triumphantly.

“That's Houpet,” she said. “Dear little fellow, he’s
too sleepy to crow—he just gives a little wriggle to
show that he’s heard me. Now put down the cage,
Chéri—oh, you have put it down—and let’s run in
again. Your pet will be quite safe, you see, but if
we're not quick, Marcelline will be running out to look
for us.” ,

She felt about for Hugh’s hand, and having got it,
turned to go. But she stopped to put her head in
again for a moment at the door.

“ Houpet, dear,” she said, “don’t let Dudu come
into your house. If he tries to, you must fly at him
and scold him and peck him.”

“Who is Dudu ?” said Hugh, as they were run-
ning back to the house together along the smowy
garden path.

“He is——" began Jeanne. “Hush,” she went
on, in a lower voice, “ there he is! I do believe he
heard what I said, and he’s angry.” For right before
them on the path stood the old raven, on one leg as
usual, though this it was too dark to see clearly.
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And, as Jeanne spoke, he gave a sharp, sudden croak,
which made both the children jump, and then deli-
berately hopped away.

“He'sa raven!” said Hugh with surprise. “Why,
what funny pets you have, Jeanne |”

Jeanne laughed.

“Dudu isn’t my pet,” she said. “I don’t like him.
To tell you the truth, Chéri, I'm rather frightened of
him. I think he’s a sort of a fairy.”

Hugh looked much impressed, but not at all sur-
prised.

“Do you really, Jeanne ?” he said.

“Yes,” she said, “I do. And I'm not sure but that
Grignan is too. At least I think Grignan is enchanted,
and that Dudu is the spiteful fairy that did it.
Grignan is the tortoise, you know.”

“Yes,” said Hugh, “ you told me about him. Ido
wonder if what you think is true,” he added reflect-
ively. “We must try to find out, Jeanne.”

“But we mustn’t offend Dudu,” said Jeanne.
“ He might, you know, turn «s into something—two
little mice, perhaps—that wouldn’t be very nice, would
it, Chéri ?”

“I don’t know,” Hugh replied. “I wouldn’t mind
for a little, if he would turn us back again., We

D
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could get into such funny places and see such funny
things—couldn’t we, Jeanne ?”

They both laughed merrily at the idea, and were
still laughing when they ran against Marcelline at
the door which they had left open at the end of the
tonnelle.

“ My children !” she exclaimed. “Monsieur Chéri
and Mademoiselle Jeanne! Where have you been ?
And in the snow too! 'Who would have thought it ?”

Her tone was anxious, but not cross. She hur-
ried them in to the warm fire, however, and carefully
examined their feet to make sure that their shoes and
stockings were not wet.

« Marcelline is very kind,” said Hugh, fixing his
soft blue eyes on the old nurse in surprise. “At
home, grandmamma’s maid would have scolded me
dreadfully if T had run out in the snow.”

“Yes,” said Jeanne, flinging her arms round the
old nurse’s neck, and giving her a kiss first on one
cheek then on the other; “she is very kind. Nice
little old Marcelline.” .

“ Perhaps,” said Hugh, meditatively, “ she remem-
bers that when she was a little girl she liked to do
things like that herself.”

“I don’t believe you ever were a little girl, were
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you, Marcelline ?” said Jeanne. “I believe you were
always a little old woman like what you are now.”

Marcelline laughed, but did not speak.

“ Ask Dudu,” she said at last. “If he is a fairy,
he should know.”

Jeanne pricked up her ears at this.

“Marcelline,” she said solemnly, “I believe you do
know something about Dudu. Oh, do tell us, dear
Marcelline.”

But nothing more was to be got out of the old
nurse. .

‘When the children were undressed, Jeanne begged
leave to run into Hugh’s room with him to tuck him
into bed, and make him feel at home the first night.
There was no lamp in the room, but the firelight
danced curiously on the quaint figures on the walls.

“You're sure youre not frightened, Chéri ?” said
little Jeanne in a motherly way, as she was leaving
the room.

““Frightened ! what is there to be frightened at ?”
said Hugh.

“The funny figures,” said Jeanne. “Those pea-
cocks look just as if they were going to jump out at
you.” :
“T think they look very nice,” said Hugh. “Iam
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sure I shall have nice dreams. I shall make the pea-
cocks give a party some night, Jeanne, and we'll in-
vite Dudu and Grignan, and Houpet and the two little
hens, and Nibble, of course, and we'll make them all
tell stories.”

Jeanne clapped her hands.

“Oh, what fun!” she exclaimed. “ And you’ll ask
me and let me hear the stories, won’t you, Chéri ?”

“Of course,” said Hugh. So Jeanne skipped off
in the highest spirits.
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CHAPTER IIL

ON A MOONLIGHT NIGHT.

O moon! in the night I have seen you sailing,
And shining so round and low.”
CuiLp NATURE.

“ AND what did you dream, Chéri ?” inquired Jeanne
the next morning in a confidential and mysterious
tone.

Hugh hesitated.

“I don’t know,” he said at last. “ At least——"
he stopped and hesitated again.

The two children were having their “little break-
fast,” consisting of two great big cups of nice hot
milky coffee and two big slices of bread, with the
sweet fresh butter for which the country where
Jeanne’s home was is famed. They were alone in
Jeanne’s room, and Marcelline had drawn a little
table close to the fire for them, for this morning it
seemed colder than ever; fresh snow had fallen
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during the night, and out in the garden nothing was
to be seen but smoothly-rounded white mounds of
varying sizes and heights, and up in the sky the dull
blue-grey curtain of snow-cloud made one draw back
shivering from the window, feeling as if the sun had
gone off in a sulky fit and would never come back
again.

But inside, close by the brightly-blazing wood fire,
Jeanne and Hugh found themselves “ very well,” as
the little girl called it, very well indeed. And the
hot coffee was very nice, much nicer, Hugh thought,
than the very weak tea which his grandmother’s maid
used to give him for breakfast at home. He stirred
it round and round slowly with his spoon, staring
into his cup, while he repeated, in answer to little
Jeanne’s question about what he had dreamt, “ No, I
don’t know.” '

“But you did dream something,” said Jeanne rather
impatiently. “Can’t you tell me about it? I thought
you were going to have all sorts of funny things to
tell me. You said you would have a party of the
peacocks and all the pets, and make them tell stories.”

“Yes,” said Hugh slowly. “But I couldn’t make
them—I must wait till they come. I think I did
dream some funny things last night, but I can’t re-
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member. There seemed to bea lot of chattering, and
once I thought I saw the raven standing at the end
of the bed, but that time I wasn’t dreaming. I'm
sure I wasn’t; but I was very sleepy, and I couldn’t
hear what he said. He seemed to want me to do
something or other, and then he nodded his head to
where the peacocks are, and do you know, Jeanne, I
thought they nodded too. Wasn’t that funny ? But
I daresay it was only the firelight—the fire had burnt
low, and then it bobbed up again all of a sudden.”

“ And what more ?” asked Jeanne eagerly. “O
Chéri, I think that’s wonderful! Do tell me some
more.”

“T don’t think I remember any more,” said Hugh.
« After that I went to sleep, and then it was all a
muddle. There were the chickens and Nibble and
the tortoise all running about, and Dudu seemed to
be talking to me all the time. But it was just a
muddle; you know how dreams go sometimes. And
when I woke up the fire was quite out and it was all
dark. And then I saw the light of Marcelline’s
candle through the hinge of the door, and she came
to tell me it was time to get up.”

“Oh dear,” said Jeanne, “I do hope you’ll dream
some more to-night.” '
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“I daresay I shan’t dream at all,” said Hugh.
“Some nights I go to sleep, and it’s morning in one
minute. I don’t like that much, because it’s nice to
wake up and feel how cosy it is in bed.”

“But, Chéri,” pursued Jeanne after a few moments’
silence, and a few more bites at her bread and butter,
“there’s one thing I don’t understand. It’s about .
Dudu. You said it wasn't a dream, you were sure.
Do you think he was really there, at the foot of the
bed? It might have been the firelight that made you
think you saw the peacocks nodding, but it couldn’t
have been the firelight that made you think you saw
Dudun.”

“No,” said Hugh, “I can’t understand it either.
If it was a dream it was a very queer one, for I never
felt more awake in my life. I'll tell you what,
Jeanne, the next time I think I see Dudu like that
I’ll run and tell you.”

“Yes, do,” said Jeanne, “ though I don’t know that
it would be much good. Dudu’s dreadfully tricky.”

She had not told Hugh of the trick the raven had
played her, though why she had not done so she
could hardly have explained. Perhaps she was a
little ashamed of having been so frightened ; perhaps
she was still a little afraid of Dudu; and most of all,
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I think, she had a great curiosity to find out more
about the mysterious bird, and thought it best to
leave Hugh to face his own adventures.

“If Dudu thinks I've told Chéri all about his funny
ways,” she thought, “ perhaps hell be angry and not
do any more queer things.” '

The snow was still, as I said, thick on the

. ground, thicker, indeed, than the day before. But
the children managed to amuse themselves very well.

- Marcelline would not hear of their going out, not
even as far as the chickens’ house, but she fetched
Nibble to pay them a visit in the afternoon, and they
had great fun with him.

“He looks very happy, doesn’t he, Chéri ?” said
Jeanne. “I am sure Houpet has been kind to him:
What a pity pets can’t speak, isn’t it ? they could
tell us such nice funny things.”

“Yes,” said Hugh, “ I've often thought that, and I
often have thought Nibble could speak if he liked.”

“ Houpet could, 'm quite sure,” said Jeanne, “and
I believe Dudu and he do speak to each other. You
should just see them sometimes. Why, there they
are!” she added, going close up to the window near
which she had been standing. “Do come here,
Chéri, quick, but come very quietly.”
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Hugh came forward and looked out. There were
the four birds, making the quaintest group you could
fancy. Houpet with his waving tuft of feathers was
perched on the top rung of a short garden ladder, his
two little hens as usual close beside him. And down
below on the path stood the raven, on one leg of
course, his queer black head very much on one side,
as he surveyed the little group above him,

“gSilly young people,” he seemed to be saying to
himself ; but Houpet was not to be put down so.
With a shrill, clear crow he descended from his perch,
stepped close up to Dudu, looked him in the face,
and then quietly marched off, followed by his two
companions. The children watched this little scene
with the greatest interest.

“They do look as if they were talking to each
other,” said Hugh. “I wonder what it’s about.”
~ “Perhaps it's about the party,” said Jeanne; “the
party you said you'd give to the peacocks on the
wall, and all the pets.”

“ Perhaps,” said Hugh. “I am sure there must
be beautiful big rooms in that castle with the lots of
steps up to it, where the peacocks stand. Don’t you
think it would be nice to get inside that castle and
see what it's like 2”
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“Oh, wouldn’t it!” said Jeanne, clapping her
hands. “How I do wish we could! You might tell
Dudu to take us, Chéri. Perhaps it's a fairy palace
really, though it only looks like a picture, and if
Dudu’s a fairy, he might know about it.”

“Tll ask him if I get a chance,” said Hugh.
“Good morning, Monsieur Dudu,” he went on, bowing
politely from the window to the raven, who had
cocked his head in another direction, and seemed now
to be looking up at the two children with the same
supercilious stare he had bestowed upon the cock and
hens. “Good morning, Monsieur Dudu; I hope
you won't catch cold with this snowy weather. It's
best to be very polite to him, you see,” added Hugh,
turning to Jeanne ; “for if he took offence we should
get no fun out of him.”

“Oh yes,” said Jeanne, “it is much best to be
~ very polite to him. Look at him now, Chéri; doesn’s
he look as if he knew what we were saying ?”

For Dudu was eyeing them unmistakably by this
time, his head more on one side than ever, and his
lame leg stuck out in the air like & walking-stick.

“ That'’s just how he stood at the foot of the bed,
on the wood part, you know,” said Hugh, in a
whisper.
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“ And weren’t you frightened, Chéri ?” said Jeanne.
«I always think Dudu looks not at all like a good
fairy, when he cocks his head on one side and sticks
his claw out like that. I quite believe then that he’s
a wicked enchanter. O Chéri,” she went on, catch-
ing hold of Hugh, “ what should we do if he was to
turn us into two little frogs or toads ?”

“We should have to live in the water, and eat
nasty little worms and flies, I suppose,” said Hugh
gravely.

“ And that sort of thick green stuff that grows at
the top of dirty ponds; fancy having that for soup,”
. said Jeanne pathetically. “O Chéri, we must
" indeed be very polite to Dudu, and take great pains
not to offend him; and if he comes to you in the
night, you must be sure to call me at once.”

But the following night and several nights after
that went by, and nothing was heard or seen of
Monsieur Dudu. The weather got a little milder;
that is to say, the snow gradually melted away, and
the children were allowed to go out into the garden
and visit their pets. Nibble seemed quite at home
in his new quarters, and was now permitted to run
- about the chicken-house at his own sweet will; and
Jeanne greatly commended Houpet for his kindness
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to the little stranger, which commendation the
chicken received in very good part, particularly when
it took the shape of all the tit-bits left on the
children’s plates.

“See how tame he is,” said Jeanne one day when
she had persuaded the Httle cock to peck some
crumbs out of her hand; “isn’t he a darling, Chéri,
with his dear little tuft of feathers on the top of his
head ?”

“He’s awfully funny-looking,” said Hugh, con-
sideringly; “do you really think he’s very pretty,
Jeanne ?”

“ Of course I do,” said Jeanne, mdlgnantly; “all
my pets are pretty, but Houpet’s the prettiest of
all.”

« He’s prettier than Grignan, certainly,” said Hugh,
giving an amiable little push to the tortoise, who
happened to be lying at his feet ; “ but I like Grignan,
he’s so comi

“I think Grignan must know a great deal,” said
Jeanne, “ he’s so solemn.”

“So is Dudu,” said Hugh. ¢By the by, Jeanne,”
he went on, but stopped suddenly.

“What ?” said Jeanne.

“It just came into my head while we were talking
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that I must have dreamt of Dudu again last night ;
but now I try to remember it, it has all gone out of
my head.” A

“ What a pity,” said Jeanne ; “do try to remember.
‘Was it that he came and stood at the foot of the bed
again, like the last time?* You promised to call me
if he did.”

“ No, I don’t think he did. I have more a sort of
feeling that he and the peacocks on the wall were
whispering to each other—something about us—jyou
and me, Jeanne—it was, I think.”

“ Perhaps they were going to give a party, and
were planning about inviting us,” suggested Jeanne.

“I don’t know,” said Hugh; “it’s no good my
trying to think. It's just a sleepy feeling of having
heard something. I can’t remember anything else,
and the more I think, the less I remember.”

“Well, you must be sure to tell me if you do hear
anything more. I was awake ever so long in the
night, ever so long; but I didn’t mind, there was
such nice moonlight.”

“ Moonlight, was there?” said Hugh; “I didnt
know that. T'll try to keep awake to-night, because
Marcelline says the figures on the walls are so pretty
when it's moonlight.”
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“ And if Dudu comes, or you see anything funny,
you'll promise to call me?” said Jeanne.

Hugh nodded his head. There was not much fear
of his forgetting his promise. Jeanne reminded him
of it at intervals all that day, and when the children
kissed each other for good-night she whispered again,
“ Remember to call me, Chéri.”

Chéri went to sleep with the best possible inten-
tions as to “remembering.” He had, first of all,
intended not to go to sleep at all, for his last glance
out of the window before going to bed showed him
Monsieur Dudu on the terrace path, enjoying the
moonlight apparently, but, Hugh strongly suspected,
bent on mischief, for his head was very much on one
side and his claw very much stuck out, in the way
which Jeanne declared made him look like a very
impish raven indeed.

“I wonder what Marcelline meant about the
moonlight,” thought Hugh to himself as he lay down.
«I hardly see the figures on the wall at all. The
moon must be going behind a cloud. I wonder if it
will be brighter in the middle of the night. I don’t
see that I need stay awake all the night to see. Ican
easily wake again. Tl just take a little sleep first.”

And the little sleep turned out such a long one,
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that when poor Hugh opened his eyes, lo and behold !
it was to-morrow morning—there was Marcelline
standing beside the bed, telling him it was time to
get up, he would be late for his tutor if he did not
dress himself at once.

“Oh dear,” exclaimed Hugh, “what a pity! I
meant to stay awake all night to watch the moon-
light.”

Marcelline smiled what Jeanne called her funny
smile. ‘

“You would find it very difficult to do that, I
think, my little Monsieur,” she said. “However,
you did not miss much last night. The clouds came
over so that the moon had no chance. Perhaps it
will be clearer to-night.”

With this hope Hugh had to be satisfied, and to
satisfy also his little cousin, who was at first (iuite
disappointed that he had nothing wonderful to tell.
her.

“ To-night,” she said, “ 7 shall stay awake all
night, and if the moonlight is very nice and bright
I shall come and wake you, you sleepy Chéri. I do
so want to go up those steps and into the castle where
the peacocks are standing at the door.”

“So do 1,” said Hugh, rather mortified; “but if
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one goes to sleep, whose fault is it? I am sure you
will go to sleep too, if you try to keep awake. There’s
nothing makes people go to sleep so fast as trying to
keep awake.”

“Well, don’t try then,” said Jeanne, “and see
what comes then.”

And when night came, Hugh, partly perhaps be-
cause he was particularly sleepy—the day had been
so much finer that the children had had some
splendid runs up and down the long terrace walk in
the garden, and the unusual exercise had made both
of them very ready for bed when the time came—
took Jeanne’s advice, tucked himself up snugly and
went off to sleep without thinking of the moonlight,
or the peacocks, or Dudu, or anything. He slept so
soundly, that when he awoke he thought it was morn-
ing, and brighter morning than had hitherto greeted
him since he came to Jeanne’s home.

“Dear me!” he said to himself, rubbing his eyes,
“jt must be very late; it looks just as if summer had
come,” for the whole room was flooded with -light—
such beautiful light—bright and clear, and yet soft.
No wonder that Hugh rubbed his eyes in bewilder-
ment—it was not till he sat up in bed and looked
well about him, quite awake now, that he saw that

E



50 THE TAPESTRY ROOM.

after all it was moonlight, not sunshine, which was
illumining the old tapestry room and everything
which it contained in this wonderful way.

“Qh, how pretty it is!” thought Hugh. “No
wonder Marcelline told us that we should see the
tapestry in the moonlight. I never could have
thought it would have looked so pretty. Why, even
the peacocks’ tails seem to have got all sorts of new
colours,”

" He leant forward to examine them better. They
were standing—just as usual—one on each side of
the flight of steps leading up to the castle. But as
Hugh gazed at them it certainly seemed to him—
could it be his fancy only #—no, it must be true—
that their long tails grew longer and swept the
ground more majestically—then that suddenly—
fluff! a sort of little wind seemed to rustle for an
instant, and fluff! again, the two peacocks had
spread their tails, and now stood with them proudly
reared fan-like, at their backs, just like the real living
birds that Hugh had often admired in his grand-
father’s garden. Hugh was too much amazed to rub
his eyes again—he could do nothing but stare, and
stare he did with all his might, but for a moment or
two there was nothing else to be scen. The pea-
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cocks stood still—so still that Hugh now began to
doubt whether they had not always stood, tails
spread, just as he saw them now, and whether these
same tails having ever drooped on the ground was
not altogether his fancy. A good deal puzzled, and
a little disappointed, he was turning away to look at
another part of the pictured walls, when again a
slight flutter of movement caught his eyes. What
was about to happen this time ?

“ Perhaps they are going to furl their tails again,”
thought Hugh; but no. One on each side of the
castle door, the peacocks solemnly advanced a few
steps, then stood still—quite still—but yet with a
certain waiting look about them as if they were ex-
pecting some one or something. They were not kept
waiting long. The door of the castle opened slowly,
very slowly, the peacocks stepped still a little farther
forward, and out of the door of the castle—the castle
into which little Jeanne had so longed to enter—who,
what, who do you think came forth? It was
Dudu!

A small black figure, black from head to foot,
head very much cocked on one side, foot—claw I
.should say—stuck out like a walking-stick ; he stood
between the peacocks, right in Hugh’s view, just in
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front of the door which had closed behind him, at
the top of the high flight of steps. He stood still
with an air of great dignity, which seemed to say,
“Here you see me for the first time in my rightful
character—monarch of all I survey.” And somehow
Hugh felt that this unspoken address was directed
to Atm. Then, quietly and dignifiedly still, the raven
turned, first to the right, then to the left, and gravely
bowed to the two attendant peacocks, who each in
turn saluted him respectfully and withdrew a little
farther back, on which Dudu began a very slow and
imposing progress down the steps. How he succeeded
in making it so imposing was the puzzle, for after all,
his descent was undoubtedly a series of hops, but all
the same it was very majestic, and Hugh felt greatly
impressed, and watched him with bated breath.
“One, two, three, four,” said Hugh to himself,
half unconsciously counting each step as the raven
advanced, “ what a lot of steps! Five, six, seven,”
up to twenty-three Hugh counted on. And “ what
is he going to do now ?” ‘he added, as Dudu, arrived
at the foot of the stairs, looked calmly about him for
a minute or two, as if considering his next move-
ments. Then—how he managed it Hugh could not
tell—he suddenly stepped out of the tapestrylandscape,
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and in another moment was perched in his old place
at the foot of Hugh’s bed.

He looked at Hugh for an instant or two, gravely
and scrutinisingly, then bowed politely. Hugh, who
was half sitting up in bed, bowed too, but without
speaking. He remembered Jeanne’s charges to be
very polite to the raven, and thought it better to take
no liberties with him, but to wait patiently till he
heard what Monsieur Dudu had to say. For some-
how it seemed to him a matter of course that the
raven could speak—he was not the very least sur-
prised when at last Dudu cleared his throat pom-
pously and began—

“You have been expecting me, have you not ?”

Hugh hesitated.

“I don’t know exactly. I'm not quite sure. Yes,
I think I thought perhaps you’d come. But oh! if you
please, Monsieur Dudu,” he exclaimed, suddenly
starting up, “do let me go and call Jeanne. I
promised her I would if you came, or if I saw any-
thing funny. Do let me go. I won’t be a minute.”

But the raven cocked his head on one side and
looked at Hugh rather sternly.

“No,” he said. “You cannot go for Jeanne. I
do not wish it at present.”
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Hugh felt rather angry. Why should Dudu lay
down the law to him in this way ?

“ But I promised,” he began.

“People should not promise what they are not
sure of being able to perform,” he said sententiously.
“Besides, even if you did go to get Jeanne, she
couldn’t come. She is ever so far away.”

“ Away!” repeated Hugh in amazement, “away !
Little Jeanne gone away. Oh no, you must be joking
Du—, I beg your pardon, Monsieur Dudu.”

“Not at all,” said Dudu. “She 4s away, and
farther away than you or she has any notion of, even
though if you went into her room you would see her
little rosy face lying on the pillow. She is away.”

Hugh still looked puzzled, though rather less so.

“You mean that her thinking is away, I suppose,”
he said. “But I could wake her.”

Again the raven cocked his head on one side.

. “No,” he said. “You must be content to do my
way at present. Now, tell me what it is you want.
‘Why did you wish me to come to see you ?”

“I wanted—at least I thought, and Jeanne said
80,” began Hugh. “We thought perhaps you were
a fairy, Monsieur Dudu, and that you could take us
into the castle in the tapestry. It looked so bright
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and real a few minutes ago,” he added, turning to the
wall, which was now only faintly illumined by the
moonlight, and looked no different from what Hugh
had often seen it in the daytime. “ What has be-
come of the beautiful light, Monsieur Dudu? And
the peacocks? They have shut up their tails
again—"

“ Never mind,” said the raven. “So you want to
see the castle, do you?” he added.

“Yes,” said Hugh; “but not so much as Jeanne.
It was she wanted it most. She wants dreadfully to
see it. I thought,” he added, rather timidly, « 71
thought we might play at giving a party in the castle,
and inviting Houpet, you know, and Nibble.”

“ Only,” observed the rb.ven, drily, “there is one
little objection to that. Generally—I may be mis-
taken, of course, my notions are very old-fashioned, I
daresay—but, generally, people give pa.rbles in their
own houses, don’t they ?”

And as he spoke he looked straight at Hugh, cock-
ing his head on one side more than ever.
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CHAPTER IV.

THE FOREST OF THE RAINBOWS,

¢ Rose and amethyst, gold and grey.”
‘¢ ONCE.”

HucH felt rather offended. It was natural that he
should do so, I think, At least I am sure that in his
place I too should have felt hurt. He had said
nothing to make the raven speak in that disagreeably
sarcastic way.

“ T wish Jeanne were here,” he said to himself ; “ she
would think of something to put him down a little.”

But aloud he said nothing, so, great was his sur-
prise, when the raven coolly remarked in answer to
his unspoken thoughts,

“So Jeanne could put me down, you think? I
confess, I don’t agree with you. However, never
mind about that. We shall be very good friends in
time. And now, how about visiting the castle ?”

“I should like to go,” replied Hugh, thinking it
wiser, all things considered, to get over his offended
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feelings. “I should like to see the castle very
much, though I should have liked Jeanne to be
with me; but still,” he went on, reflecting that
Jeanne would be extremely disappointed if he did
not make the most of his present opportunity, such
as it was, “if you will be so kind as to show me the
way, Monsieur Dudu, I'd like to go, and then, any
way, I can tell Jeanne all about it.”

“1 cannot exactly show you the way,” said the
raven, “I am only the guardian on this side. But if
you will attend to what I say, you will get on very
well. Here, in the first place, is a pair of wall-
climbers to put on your feet.”

He held out his claw, on the end of which hung,
by a narrow ribbon, two round little cushions about
the size of a macaroon biscuit. Hugh took them,
and examined them curiously. They were soft and
elastic, what Hugh in his own words would have
described as “ blobby.” They seemed to be made of
some stuff like indiarubber, and were just the colour
of his skin.

“ What funny things !” said Hugh.

“They are made after the pattern of the fly’s
wall-climbers,” remarked the raven. ¢ Put them
on—tie them on, that is to say, so that they will be
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just in the middle of your foot, underneath of course.
That's right ; now jump out of bed and follow me,”
and before Hugh knew what he was doing he found
himself walking with the greatest ease straight up
the wall to where the long flight of steps to the
tapestry castle began. On the lowest steps the raven
stopped a moment.

“Shall T take them off now ?” asked Hugh, “I
don’t need them to walk up steps with.”

“Take them off?” said the raven; “oh dear
no. When you don’t need them they won’t incom-
mode you, and they’ll be all ready for the next time.
Besides, though it mayn’t seem so to you, these steps
are not so easy to get up as you think. At least
they wouldn’t be without the wall-climbers.”

With them, however, nothing could have been
easier. Hugh found himself in no time at the top
of the flight of steps in front of the door from which
the raven had come out. The peacocks, now he was
close to them, seemed to him larger than ordinary
peacocks, but the brilliant colours of their feathers,
which he had noticed in the bright moonlight, had
disappeared. It was light enough for him to distin-
guish their figures, but that was all.

“I must leave you now,” said the raven; “but
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you will get on very well. Only remember these
two things—don’t be impatient, and don’t take off
your wall-climbers; and if you are very much at a
loss about anything, call me.”

“ How shall I call you ?” asked Hugh.

“ Whistle softly three times. Now, I think it is
time to light up. Peacocks.”

The peacocks, one on each side of the door, came
forward solemnly, saluting the raven with the greatest

respect.

' “Ring,” said the raven, and to Huglh's surprise
each peacock lifted up a claw, and taking hold of a
bell-rope, of which there were two, one on each side
of the door, pulled them vigorously. No sound
ensued, but at the instant there burst forth the same
soft yet brilliant light which had so delighted Hugh
when he first awoke, and which he now discovered
to come not from the moon, still shining in gently at
the window of the tapestry room down below, but
from those of the castle at whose door he was stand-
ing. He had never before noticed how many win-
dows it had. Jeanne and he had only remarked the
door at the top of the steps, but now the light
which flowed out from above him was so clear and
brilliant that it seemed as if the whole castle must
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be transparent. Hugh stood in eager expectation of
what was to happen next, and was on the point of
speaking to the raven, standing, as he thought, be-
side him, when a sudden sound made him turn
round. It was that of the castle door opening,
and at the same moment the two peacocks, coming
forward, pushed him gently, one at each side, so that
Hugh found himself obliged to enter. He was by no
means unwilling to do so, but he gave one last look
round for his conductor. He was gone. :

For about half a second Hugh felt a little fright-
ened and bewildered.

“ I wish Dudu had come with me,” he said. But
almost before he had time to think the wish, what he
saw before him so absorbed his attention that he for-
got everything else.

It was a long, long passage, high in the roof,
though narrow of course in comparison with its
length, but wide enough for Hugh—for Hugh and
Jeanne hand-in-hand even—to walk along with per-
fect comfort and great satisfaction, for oh, it was so
prettily lighted up! You have, I daresay, children,
often admired in London or Paris, or some great
town, the rows of gas lamps lighting up at night
miles of some very long street. Fancy those lights
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infinitely brighter and clearer, and yet softer than
any lamps you ever saw, and each one of a different
colour, from the richest crimson to the softest pale
blue, and you will have some idea how pretty the
long corridor before him looked to Hugh. He stepped
along delightedly, as well he might. “ Why, this of
itself is worth staying awake ever so many nights to
see,” he said to himself; “only I do wish Jeanne
were with me.”

Where did the corridor lead to? He ran on and
on for some time without thinking much about -
this, so interested was he in observing the lamps
and the pretty way in which the tints were arranged ;
but after a while he began to find it a little mono-
tonous, especially when he noticed that at long inter-
vals the colours repeated themselves, the succession
of shades beginning again from time to time.

“T shall learn them by heart if I go on here much
longer,” thought Hugh. “I think I'll sit down a
little to rest. Not that I feel tired of walking, but I
may as well sit down a little.”

He did so—on the ground, there was nothing else
to sit on—and then a very queer thing happened.
The lamps took to moving instead of him, so that
when he looked up at them the impression was just
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the same as when he himself had been running along.
The colours succeeded each other in the same order,
and Hugh began to wonder whether his eyes were
not deceiving him in some queer way.

“ Anyhow, I'll run on a little farther,” he said to
himself, “and if I don’t come to the end of this
passage soon, I'll run back again to the other end.
It feels just as if I had got inside a kaleidoscope.”

He hastened on, and was beginning really to think
of turning back again and running the other way,
when, all of a sudden—everything in this queer
tapestry world he had got into seemed to happen all
of a sudden—a little bell was heard to ring, clear and
gilvery, but not very loud, and in another instant—oh
dear!—all the pretty coloured lamps were extin-
guished, and poor Hugh was left standing all in the
dark. Where he was he did not know, what to do
he did not know ; had he not been eight years old on
his last birthday I almost think he would have begun
to cry. He felt, too, all of a sudden so cold, even
though before he had got out of bed he had taken the
precaution to put on his red flannel dressing-gown,and
till now had felt quite pleasantly warm. It was only
for half a moment, however, that the idea of crying
came over him.



THE FOREST OF THE RAINBOWS. 63

“I'm very glad poor little Jeanne isn’t here,” he
said to himself by way of keeping up his own cour-
age; “she would have been afraid. But as I'm a
boy it doesn’t matter. TI’ll just try to find my way
all the same. I suppose it's some trick of that
Dudu’s.”

He felt his way along bravely for a few minutes,
and more bravely still was forcing back his tears,
when a sound caught his ears. It was a cock’s crow,
sharp and shrill, but yet sounding as if outside the
place where he was. Still it greatly encouraged
Hugh, who continued to make his way on in the
dark, much pleased to find that the farther he got the
uearer and clearer sounded the crow, repeated every
few seconds. And at last he found himself at the end
of the passage—he knew it must be so, for in front of
him the way was barred, and quite close to him now
apparently, sounded the cock’s shrill call. He pushed
and pulled—for some time in vain. If there were a
door at this end of the passage, as surely there must
be—who would make a passage and hang it so beauti-
fully with lamps if it were to lead to nowhere ?—it was
a door of which the handle was very difficult to find.

“QOh dear!” exclaimed Hugh, half in despair,
“ what shall I do ?” ’
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“ Kurroo—kurroorulloo,” sounded the cock’s crow.
“Try again,” it seemed to say, encouragingly. And
at last Hugh's hand came in contact with a little
round knob, and as he touched it, all at once every-
thing about him was lighted up again with the same
clear, lovely light coming from the thousands of
lamps down the long corridor behind him. But Hugh
never turned to look at them—what he saw in front
of him was so delightful and surprising,

The door had opened, Hugh found himself stand-
ing at the top of two or three steps, which apparently
were the back approach to the strange long passage
which he had entered from the tapestry room. Out-
side it was light too, but not with the wonderful
bright radiance that had streamed out from the castle
at the other side. Here it was just very soft, very
clear moonlight. There were trees before him—almost
it seemed as if he were standing at the entrance of a
forest. But, strange to say, they were not winter
trees, such as he had left behind him in the garden of
Jeanne’s house—bare and leafless, or if covered at all,
covered only with their Christmas dress of snow and
icicles—these trees were clothed with the loveliest
foliage, fresh and green and feathery, which no
winter’s storms or nipping frosts had ever come near
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to blight. And in the little space between the door
where Hugh stood and these wonderful trees was
drawn up, as if awaiting him, the prettiest, queerest,
most delicious little carriage that ever was seen. It
was open ; the cushions with which it was lined were
of rose-coloured plush—not velvet, I think; at least
if they were velvet, it was of some marvellous kind
that couldn’t be rubbed the wrong way, that felt ex-
quisitely smooth and soft whichever way you stroked
it ; the body of the carriage was shaped something
like a cockle-shell ; you could lie back in it so beauti-
fully without cricking or straining your neck or
shoulders in the least; and there was just room for

two. One of these two was already comfortably
settled—shall I tell you who it was now, or shall I
keep it for a tit-bit at the end when I have quite
finished about the carriage ? Yes, that will be better.
For the funniest things about the carriage have to be
told yet. Up on the box, in the coachman’s place,
you understand, holding with an air of the utmost
importance in one claw a pair of yellow silk reins,
* his tufted head surmounted by a gold-laced livery
hat, which, however, must have had a hole in the
middle to let the tuft through, for there it was in all
its glory waving over the hat like a dragoon’s plume,

F



66 THE TAPESTRY ROOM.

sat, or stood rather, Houpet; while, standing behind,
holding on each with one claw to the back of the
carriage, like real footmen, were the two other
chickens. They, too, had gold-laced hats and an air
of solemn propriety, not quite so majestic as Houpet’s,
for in their case the imposing tuft was wanting, but
still very fine of its kind. And who do you think
were the horgses? for there were two—or, to speak
more corregtly, there were no horses at all, but in the
place where they should have been were harnessed,
tandem-fashion, not abreast, Nibble the guinea-pig
and Grignan the tortoise! Nibble next the carriage,
Grignan, of all creatures in the world, as leader.

~ On sight of them Hugh began to laugh, so that he
forgot to look more closely at the person in the car-
riage, whose face he had not yet seen, as it was turned
the other way. But the sound of his laughing was
too infectious to be resisted—the small figure began
to shake all over, and at last could contain itself no .
longer. 'With a shout of merriment little Jeanne, for
it was she, sprang out of the carriage and threw her
arms round Hugh’s neck.

“Q Chéri,” she said, “I couldn’t keep quiet any
longer, though I wanted to hide my face till you had
got into the carriage, and then surprise you. But it
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was 80 nice to hear you laugh—T1 couldn’t keep
still.”

Hugh felt too utterly astonished to reply. He
just stared at Jeanne as if he could not believe his
own eyes. .And Jeanne did not look surprised at all!
That, to Hugh, was the most surprising part of the
whole.

“ Jeanne !” he exclaimed, “ you here! Why, Dudu
told me you were ever so far away.”

“And so I am,” replied Jeanne, laughing again,
“and so are you, Chéri. You have no idea how far
away you are—miles, and miles, and miles, only in
this country they don’t have milestones. It's all
quite different.”

“ How do you mean ?” asked Hugh. “ How do you
know all aboutit? You have never been here before,
have you? I couldn’t quite understand Dudu—he
meant, I think, that it was only your thinking part,
or your fancying part, that was away.”

Jeanne laughed again. Hugh felt a little im-
patient. :

“Jeanne,” he said, “do leave off laughing and
speak to me. 'What is this place ? and how did you
come here ? and have you ever been here before #”

“Yes,” said Jeanne, “ I think so; but I don’t know
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how I came. And I don’t want to do anything but
laugh and have fun. Never mind how we came.
It’s a beautiful country, any way, and did you ever
see anything so sweet as the little carriage they’'ve
sent for us, and wasn’t it nice to see Houpet and all
the others ?”

“Yes,” said Hugh, “very. But whom do you
mean by ‘they,” Jeanne ?”

“Oh dear, dear!” exclaimed Jeanne, “what a
terrible boy you are. Do leave off asking questions,
and let us have fun. Look, there are Grignan and
the little cochon quite eager to be off. Now, do jump
in—we shall have such fun.”

Hugh got in, willingly enough, though still he
would have preferred to have some explanation from
Jeanne of all the strange things that were happening.

“ Jsn't it nice ?” said Jeanne, when they had both
nestled down among the delicious soft cushions of
the carriage.

“Yes,” said Hugh, “it’s very nice now, but it
wasn't very nice when I was all alone in the dark in
that long passage. As you seem to know all about
everything, Jeanne, I suppose you know about that.”

He spoke rather, just a very little, grumpily, but
Jeanne, rather to his surprise, did not laugh at him
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this time. Instead, shelooked up in his face earnestly,
with a strange deep look in her eyes.

“I think very often we have to find our way in
the dark,” she said dreamily. “I think I remember
about that. But,” she went on, with a complete
change of voice, her eyes dancing merrily as if they
had never looked grave in their life, “it’s not dark
now, Chéri, and it’s going to be ever so bright. Just
look at the lovely moon through the trees. Do let us
go now. Gee-up, gee-up, crack your whip, Houpet,
and make them gallop as fast as you can.”

Off they set—they went nice and fast certainly,
but not so fast but that the children could admire
the beautiful feathery foliage as they passed. They
drove through the forest—for the trees that Hugh had
so admired were those of a forest—on and on, swiftly
but yet smoothly ; never in his life had Hugh felt
any motion so delightful. '

“ What a good coachman Houpet is!” exclaimed
Hugh. “I never should have thought he could drive
so well. How does he know the road, Jeanne ?”

“There isn’t any road, so he doesn’t need to know
it,” said Jeanne. “Look before you, Chéri. You see
there is no road. It makes itself as we go, so we
can’t go wrong.” :
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Hugh looked straight before him. It was as
Jeanne had said. The trees grew thick and close in
front, only dividing—melting away like a mist—as the
quaint little carriage approached them.

Hugh looked at them with fresh surprise.

“ Are they not real trees ?” he said.

“Of course they are,” said Jeanne. “Now they’re
beginning to change; that shows we are getting to
the middle of the forest. Look, look, Chéri!”

Hugh “looked ” with all his eyes. What Jeanne
called “changing” was a very wonderful process.
The trees, which hitherto had been of a very bright,
delicate green, began gradually to pale in colour, be-
coming first greenish-yellow, then canary colour, then
down to the purest white. And from white they
grew into silver, sparkling like innumerable diamonds,
and then slowly altered into a sort of silver-grey,
gradually rising into grey-blue, then into a more
purple-blue, till they reached the richest corn-flower

shade. Then began another series of lessening shades,
~ which again, passing through a boundary line of gold,
rose by indescribable degrees to deep yet brilliant
crimson. It would be impossible to name all the
variations through which they passed. I use the
names of the colours and shades which are familiar
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to you, children, but the very naming any shade
gives an unfair idea of the marvellous delicacy with
which one tint melted into another,—as well try to
divide and mark off the hues of a dove’s breast, or of
the sky at sunset. .And all the time the trees them-
selves were of the same form and foliage as at first,
the leaves—or fronds I feel inclined to call them, for
they were more like very, very delicate ferns or ferny
grass than leaves —with which each branch was
luxuriantly clothed, seeming to bathe themselves in
each new colour as the petals of a flower welcome a
flood of brilliant sunshine.

“QOh, how pretty!” said Hugh, with a deep sigh of
pleasure. “It islike the lamps, only much prettier.
I think, Jeanne, this must be the country of pretty
colours.”

“This forest is called the Forest of the Rainbows.
I know that,” said Jeanne. “But I don’t think they
call- this the country of pretty colours, Chéri. You
see it is the country of so many pretty things. If
we lived in it always, we should never see the end
of the beautiful things there are. Only——"

“Only what ?” asked Hugh.

“I don’t think it would be a good plan to live in
it always. Just sometimes is best, I think. Either
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the things wouldn't be so pretty, or our eyes wouldn’t
see them so well after a while. But see, Chéri, the
trees are growing common-coloured again, and Houpet
is stopping. We must have got to the end of the
Forest of the Rainbows.”

“And where shall we be going to now ?” asked
Hugh. “Must we get out, do you think, Jeanne?
Ob, listen, I hear the sound of water! Do you hear
it, Jeanne ? There must be a river near here. I wish
the moonlight was a little brighter. Now that the
trees don’t shine, it seems quite dull. But oh, how
plainly I hear the water. . Listen, Jeanne, don’t you
hear it too ?”

“Yes,” said Jeanne, “ It must be—— " but before
she had time to say more they suddenly came out of
the enchanted forest ; in an instant every trace of the
feathery trees had disappeared. Houpet pulled up
his steeds, the two chickens got down from behind,
and stood one on each side of the carriage door,
waiting apparently for their master and mistress to
descend. And plainer and nearer than before came
the sound of fast-rushing water.

“You see we are to get down,” said Hugh.

“Yes,” said Jeanne again, looking round her a little
timidly. “Chéri, do you know, I feel just a very,
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very little bit frightened. It is such a queer place,
and I don’t know what we should do. Don’t you
think we'd better ask Houpet to take us back again ?”

“Oh no,” said Hugh. “I’'m sure we’ll be all right.
You said you wanted to have some fun, Jeanne, and
you seemed to know all about it. You needn’t be
frightened with me, Jeanne.”

“No, of course not,” said Jeanne, quite brightly
again; “but let us stand up a minute, Hugh, before
we get out of the carriage, and look all about us.
Isw't it a queer place ?”

“It” was a wide, far-stretching plain, over which
the moonlight shone softly. Far or near not a shrub
or tree was to be seen, yet it was not like a desert,
for the ground was entirely covered with most beauti-
ful moss, so fresh and green, even by the moonlight,
that it was difficult to believe the hot sunshine had
ever 'glared upon it. And here and there, all over
this great plain—all over it, at least, as far as the
children could see—rose suddenly from the ground
innumerable jets of water, not so much like foun-
tains as like little waterfalls turned the wrong way ;
they rushed upwards with such surprising force and
noise, and fell to the earth again in numberless tiny
threads much more gently and softly than they left it.
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“It seems as if somebody must be shooting them
up with a gun, doesn’t it ?” said Hugh., “I never
. saw such queer fountains.”

“Let’s go and look at them close,” said Jeanne,
preparing to get down. But before she could do so,
Houpet gave a shrill, rather peremptory crow, and
Jeanne stopped short in surprise.

“What do you want, Houpet ?” she said.

By way of reply, Houpet hopped down from his
box, and in some wonderfully clever way of his own,

. before the children could see what he was about, had

unharnessed Nibble and Grignan. Then the three
arranged themselves in a little procession, and drew
up a few steps from the side of the carriage where
still stood the chicken-footmen. Though they could
not speak, there was no mistaking their meaning.

“They’re going to show us the way,” said Hugh;
and as he spoke he jumped out of the carriage, and
Jeanne after him,
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CHAPTER V.

FROG-LAND,

¢ They have a pretty island,
‘Whereon at night they rest ;
They have a sparkling lakelet,
And float upon its breast.”
Tue Two Swans,

ONWARDS quietly stepped the little procession,
Houpet first, his tuft waving as usual, with a com-
fortable air of importance and satisfaction; then
Nibble and Grignan abreast—hand-in-hand, I was
going to have said ; next Hugh and Jeanne ; with the
two attendant chickens behind bringing up the rear.
“I wonder where they are going to take us to,”
said Hugh in a low voice. Somehow the soft light;
the strange loneliness of the great plain, where, now
- that they were accustomed to it, the rushing of the
numberless water-springs seemed to be but one
single, steady sound; the solemn behaviour of their
curious guides, altogether, had subdued the children’s
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spirits. Jeanne said no more about “having fun,”
yet she did not seem the least frightened or depressed ;
she was only quiet and serious.

“Where do you think they are going to take us
to ?” repeated Hugh.

“T don’t know—at least I'm not sure,” said Jeanne;
“Dbut, Chéri, isn’t it a good thing that Houpet and the
others are with us to show us the way, for though the
- ground looks so pretty it is quite boggy here and
there. I notice that Houpet never goes quite close
to the fountains, and just when I went the least bit
near one a minute ago my feet began to slip down.”

“I haven’t felt it like that at all,” said Hugh.
“ Perhaps it’s because of my wall-climbers. Dudu
gave me a pair of wall-climbers like the flies’, you
know, Jeanne.”

“Did he ?” said Jeanne, not at all surprised, and
as if wall-climbers were no more uncommon than
goloshes. “He didn’t give me any, but then I came
a different way from you. I think every one comes
a different way to this country; do you know, Chéri ?”

“ And very likely Dudu thought I could carry you
if there was anywhere you couldn’t climb,” said Hugh,
importantly. “I'm sure I——" he stopped abruptly,
for a sudden crow from Houpet had brought all the
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party to a standstill. At first the children could not
make out why their guide had stopped here—there
was nothing to be seen. But pressing forward a few
steps to where Houpet stood, Hugh saw, imbedded in
the moss at his feet, a stone with a ring in it, just
like those which one reads of in the dralian Nights.
Houpet stood at the edge of the stone eyeing it
gravely, and somehow he managed to make Hugh
understand that he was to lift it. Nothing loth, but-
rather doubtful as to whether he would be strong
enough, the boy leant forward to reach the ring, first
whispering, however, to Jeanne,

“It's getting like a quite real fairy tale, isn’t it,
Jeanne?”

Jeanne nodded, but looked rather anxious.

“I'm afratd you can’t lift it, Chéri,” she said. “I
think I'd better stand behind and pull you—the ring
isn’t big enough for us both to put our hands in it.”

Hugh made no objection to her proposal, so Jeanne
put her arms round his waist, and when he gave a
great pug to the ring she gave a great pug to him.
The first time it was no use, the stone did not move
in the least.

“Try again,” said Hugh, and try again they did.
But no—the second try succeeded no better than the
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first—and the children looked at each other in per-
plexity. Suddenly there was a movement among the
animals, who had all been standing round watching
the children’s attempts; Jeanne felt a sort of little
pecking tug at her skirts—how it came about I can-
not say, but I think I forgot to tell you that, unlike
Hugh in his red flannel dressing gown, she was

~arrayed for their adventures in her best Sunday
pelisse, trimmed with fur—and, looking round, lo and
behold! there was Houpet holding on to her with his
beak, then came Nibble, his two front paws embracing
Houpet'’s feathered body, Grignan behind him again,
clutching with his mouth at Nibble’s fur, and the two
chickens at the end holding on to Grignan and each
other in some indescribable and marvellous way. It
was, for all the world, as if they were preparing for
the finish-up part of the game of “oranges and
lemons,” or for that of “fox and geese!”

The sight was so comical that it was all the
children could do to keep their gravity, they suc-
ceeded in doing so, however, fearing that it might
hurt the animals’ feelings to seem to make fun of their.

well-meant efforts.
" «Not that they can be any use,” whispered HuOh,
“but it’s very good-natured of them all the same.”
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“I am not so sure that they can’t be of any use,”
returned Jeanne. “Think of how well Houpet drove.”

“Here goes, then,” said Hugh. “One, two, three;”
and with “three” he gave a tremendous tug—a
much more tremendous tug than was required, for, to
his surprise, the stone yielded at once without the
slightest resistance, and back they all fell, one on the
top of the other, Hugh, Jeanne, Houpet, Nibble,
Grignan, and the two chickens! But none of them
were any the worse, and with the greatest eagerness
to see what was to be seen where the stone had been, up
jumped Hugh and Jeanne and ran forward to the spot.

“There should be,” said Jeanne, half out of breath
—*“there should be a little staircase for us to go down,
if it is like the stories in the Arabian Nights.”

And, wonderful to relate, so there was! The
children could hardly believe their eyes, when below
them they saw the most tempting little spiral stair-
case of white stone or marble steps, with a neat little
brass balustrade at one side. It looked quite light
" all the way down, though of course they could dis-
tinguish nothing at the bottom, as the corkscrew
. twists of the staircase entirely filled up the space.

Houpet hopped forward and stood at the top of
the steps crowing softly.
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“He means that we’re to go down,” said Hugh.
“Shall we ?”

“Of course,” said Jeanne. “I'm not a bit afraid.
‘We won’t have any fun if we don’t go on.”

“Well then,” said Hugh, “I'll go first as I'm a
boy, just 4n case, you know, Jeanne, of our meeting
anything disagreeable.”

So down he went, Jeanne following close after.

“T suppose Houpet and the others will come after
us,” said Jeanne, rather anxiously. But just as she
uttered the words a rather shrill crow made both
Hugh and her stop short and look up to the top.
They saw Houpet and the others standing round the
edge of the hole. Houpet gave another crow, in
which the two chickens joined him, and then suddenly
the stone was shut down—the two children found
themselves alone in this strange place, leading to
they knew not where! Jeanne gave a little cry—
Hugh, too, for a moment was rather startled, but he
soon recovered himself.

“Jeanne,” he said, “it must be all right. I don’t
think we need be frightened. See, it is quite light !
The light comes up from below—down there it must
be quite bright and cheerful. Give me your hand—
if we go down sideways—so—we can hold each

other’s hands all the way.”
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So, in a rather queer fashion, they clambered down
the long staircase, By the time they got to its end
they were really quite tired of turning round and
round so many times, But now the view before them
was 80 pleasant that they forgot all their troubles.

They had found a little door at the foot of the
stair, which opened easily. They passed through it,
and there lay before them a beautiful expanse of
water surrounded by hills; the door which had
closed behind them seemed on this side to have been:
cut out of the turf of the hill, and was all but
invisible. It was light, as Hugh had said, but not
with the light of either sun or moon; a soft radiance
was over everything, but whence it came they could
not tell. The hills on each side of the water, which
was more like a calmly flowing river than a lake,
prevented their seeing very far, but close to the shore
by which they stood a little boat was moored—a little
boat with seats for two, and one light pair of oars.

“Oh, how lovely |” said Jeanne, It is even nicer
than the carriage. Get in, Hugh, and let us row
down the river. The boat must be on purpose for us.”

They were soon settled in it, and Hugh, though he
had only rowed once or twice before in his life, found
it very easy and pleasant, and they went ower the

G
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water swiftly and smoothly. After a-while the hills
approached more nearly, gradually the broad river
dwindled to a mere stream, so narrow and small at
last, that even their tiny boat could go no farther.
Hugh was forced to leave off rowing.

«T suppose we are meant to go on shore here,” he
said. “The boat won’t go any farther, any way.”

Jeanne was peering forward : just before them the
brook, or what still remained of it, almost disappeared
in a narrow little gorge between the hills,

“Chéri,” said she, “I shouldn’t wonder if the
stream gets wider again on the other side of this little
narrow place; Don’t you think we'd better try to pull
the hoat through, and then we might get into it again?”

« Perhaps," said Hugh: “We may try.” So out

_ the children got—Jeanne pulled in front, Hugh
pushed behind: It was so very light that there was
no difficulty as to its weight ; only the gorge was so
narrow that at last the boat stuck fast.

“We'd better leave it and clamber through our-
selves,” said Hugh,

“ But, O Chéri, we can’t!” cried Jeanne. “From
where I am I can see that the water gets wider again
a little farther on. And the rocks come quite sharp
down to the side. There is nowhere we could clamber
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on to, and I dare say the water is very deep. There
are lots of little streams trickling into it from the
rocks, and the boat could go quite well if we could
but get it a little farther.”

“But we can’t,” said Hugh ; “it just won’t go.”

“QOh dear,” said Jeanne, “we’ll have to go back.
But how should we find the door in the hillside to go
up the stair; or if we did get up, how should we push
away the stone? And even then, there would be the
forest to go through, and perhaps we couldn’t find
our way among the trees as Houpet did. O Chéri,
what shall we do #”

Hugh stood still and considered.

“I think,” he said at last, “I think the tlmes
come for whistling,”

And before Jeanne could ask him what he meant,
he gave three clear, short whistles, and then waited
to see the effect.

It was a most unexpected one. Hugh had antici-
pated nothing else than the sudden appearance, some-
how and somewhere, of Monsieur Dudu himself, as
large as life—possibly, in this queer country of sur-
prises, where they found themselves, a little larger!
‘When and how he would appear Hugh was perfectly
at a loss to imagine—he might fly down from the Sy,
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he might spring up from the water; he might just
suddenly stand before them without their having any
idea how he had come. Hugh laughed to himself at
the thought of Jeanne’s astonishment, and after all it
was Jeanne who first drew his attention to what was
really happening.

“Hark, Chéri, hark1” she cried, “what a queer
noise! What can it be ?”

Hugh’s attention had been so taken up in staring
about in every direction for the raven that he had
not noticed the sound which Jeanne had heard, and
which now increased every moment.

It was a soft, swishy sound—as if innumerable
little boats were making their way through water, or
as if innumerable little fairies were bathing them-
selves, only every instant it came nearer and nearer,
till at last, on every side of the boat in which the
children were still standing; came creeping up from
below lots and lots and lofs of small, bright green »
frogs, who clambered over the sides and arranged
themselves in lines along the edges in the most
methodical and orderly manner. Jeanne gave a
scream of horror, and darted across the boat to where
Hugh was standing.

“O Chéri,” she cried, “why did you whistle ?
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It’s all that naughty Dudu. He's going to turn us
into frogs too, I do believe, because he thinks I
laughed at him. Oh dear, oh dear, what shall we
do?”

Chéri himself, though not quite so frightened as
Jeanne, was not much pleased with the result of his
summons to the raven.

“It does look like a shabby trick,” he said; “but
still I do not think the creatures mean to do us any
harm. And I don't feel myself being turned into a
frog yet; do you, Jeanne ?”

“] don’t know,” said Jeanne, a very little com-
forted ; “I don’t know what it would feel like to-be
turned into a frog; I've always been a little girl, and
80 I can’t tell. I feel rather creepy and chilly, but
perhaps it’s only with seeing the frogs. What funny
red eyes they've got. What can they be going to
do?”

She forgot her fears in the interest of watching
them ; Hugh, too, stared with all his eyes at the frogs,
who, arranged in regular lines round the edge of the
boat, began working away industriously at something
which, for a minute or two, the children could not
make out. At last Jeanne called out eagerly,

“They are throwing over little lines, Cofd—Asa
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and lots of little lines. There must be frogs down
below waiting to catch them.”

So it was; each frog threw over several threads
which he seemed to unwind from his body ; these
threads were caught by something invisible down
below, and twisted round and round several times,
till at last they became as firm and strong as a fine
twine. And when, apparently, the frogs considered
that they had made cables enough, they settled them-
selves down, each firmly on his two hind legs, still
holding by the rope with their front ones, and then—
in another moment—to the children’s great delight,
they felt the boat beginning to move. It moved on
smoothly—almost as smoothly as when on the water—
there were no jogs or tugs, as might have been the
case if it had been pulled by two or three coarse,
strong ropes, for all the hundreds of tiny cables pull-
ing together made one even force.

“Why, how clever they are!” cried Jeanne. “We
go as smoothly as if we were on wheels. Nice little
frogs. I am sure we are very much obliged to them—
aren’t we, Chéri ?”

~ “And to Dudu,” observed Hugh.

Jeanne shrugged her shoulders. She was not over

and above sure of Dudu even now.
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The boat moved along for some time; the pass
between the hills was dark and gloomy, and though
the water got wider, as Jeanne had seen, it would not
for some distance have been possible for the children
to row. After a time it suddenly grew much lighter;
they came out from the narrow pass and found
themselves but a few yards from a sheet of still water,
with trees all round it—a sort of mountain lake it
seemed, silent and solitary, and reflecting back from
its calm bosom the soft, silvery, even radiance which
since they came out from the door on the hillside had
been the children’s only light.

And in the middle of this lake lay a little island
—a perfect nest of trees, whose long drooping branches
hung down into the water.

“QOh, do let us row on to the island,” said Jeanne
eagerly, for by this time the frogs had drawn them to
the edge of the lake; there could no longer be any
difficulty in rowing for themselves.

“First, any way, we must thank the frogs,” said
Hugh, standing up. He would have taken off his
cap if he had had one on; as it was, he could only
bow politely.

As he did so, each frog turned round so as to face
him, and each gave a little bob of the hesd, which,
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though not very graceful, was evidently meant as an
acknowledgment of Hugh’s courtesy.

“They are very polite frogs,” whispered Hugh.
“Jeanne, do stand up and bow to them too.”

Jeanne, who all this time had been sitting with
her feet tucked up under her, showed no inclination
to move. :

“I don’t like to stand up,” she said, “for fear the
frogs should run up my legs. But I can thank them
just as well sittingdown.  Frogs,” she added, “frogs,
I am very much obliged te you, and I hope you will
excuse my not standing up.”

The frogs bowed again, which was very considerate
of them; then suddenly there seemed a movement
among them, those at the end of the boat drew back
a little, and a frog, whom the children had not hitherto
specially observed, came forward and stood in front
of the others. He was bigger, his colour was a
brighter green, and his eyes more brilliantly red. He
stood up on his hind legs and bowed politely. Then,
after clearing his throat, of which there was much
need, for even with this precaution it sounded very
croaky, he addressed the children.

“Monsieur and Mademoiselle,” he began, “are
very welcome to what we have done for them—the
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small service we have rendered. =~ Monsieur and
" Mademoiselle, I and my companions "—*“ He should
say, ‘My companions and I,’” whispered Jeanne—
“are well brought up frogs. We know our place in
society. 'We disapprove of newfangled notions. We
are frogs—we desire to be nothing else, and we are
deeply sensible of the honour Monsieur and Made-
moiselle have done us by this visit.”

“He really speaks very nicely,” said Jeanne in a
whisper.

“ Before Monsieur and Mademoiselle bid us fare-
well—before they leave our shores,” continued the
frog with a wave of his “top legs,” as Jeanne after-
wards called them, “we should desire to give them
what, without presumption, I may call a treat.
Monsieur and Mademoiselle are, doubtless, aware
that in our humble way we are artists. Our weak-
ness—our strength I should rather say—is musiec.
Our croaking concerts are renmowned far and wide,
and by a most fortunate coincidence one is about to
take place, to celebrate the farewell—the departure
to other regions—of a songster whose family fame for
many ages has been renowned. Monsieur and Made-
moiselle, to-night is to be heard for the first time in

bRl

this century the ‘ Song of the Swan.
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“The song of the swan,” repeated Hugh, rather
puzzled; “Ididn’t know swans ever sang. I thought
it was just an old saying that they sing once only—
when they are dying.”

The frog bowed.

“Just 80,” he said; “it is the truth., And, there-
fore, the extreme difficulty of assisting at so unique
a performance. It is but seldom—not above half-a-
dozen times in the recollection of the oldest of my
venerated cousins, the toads, that such an opportunity
hes occurred—and as to whether human ears have
ever before been regaled with what you are about to
enjoy,you must allow me, Monsieur and Mademoiselle,
with all deference to your race, for whom naturally
we cherish the highest respect, to express a doubt.”

“It’s a little difficult to understand quite what he
means, isn’t it, Chéri ?” whispered Jeanne. ¢ But, of
course, we mustn’t say so. It might hurt his feelings.”

“Yes,” agreed Hugh, “it might. But we must say
something polite.”

“You say it,” said Jeanne. “I really daren’t
stand up, and it’s not so easy to make a speech sit-
ting down.”

“Monsieur Frog, we are very much obliged to you,”

began Hugh., “Please tell all the other frogs so too.
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‘We would like very much to hear the concert. When
does it begin, and where will it be ?”

“ All round the lake the performers will be sta-
tioned,” replied the frog pompously. ¢ The chief artist
occupies the island which you see from here. If you
move forward a little—to about half-way between the
shore and the island—jyou will, I think, be excellently
placed. But first,” seeing that Hugh was preparing
to take up the oars, “first, you will allow us, Monsieur
and Mademoiselle, to offer you a little collation—some
slight refreshment after all the fatigues of your journey
to our shores.” ' ,

“Oh dear! oh dear!” whispered Jeanne in a ter-
rible fright; “please say ‘No, thank you,’ Chéri. I
know they’ll be bringing us that horrid green stuff for
soup.”

“Thank you very much,” said Hugh; “you are
very kind indeed, Monsieur Frog, only, really, we’re
not hungry.”

“ A little refreshment—a mere nothing,” said the
frog, waving his hands in an elegantly persuasive
manner. “Tadpoles”—in a brisk, authoritative tone
—*“tadpoles, refreshments for our guests.”

Jeanne shivered, but nevertheless could not help -
watching with curiosity. Socores of little tadgpolen
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came hopping up the sides of the boat, each dozen or
so of them carrying among them large water-lily
leaves, on each of which curious and dainty-looking
little cakes and bonbons were arranged. The first that
was presented to Jeanne contained neat little biscuits
about the size of a half-crown piece, of & tempting
rich brown colour. i

“ Flag-flour cakes,” said the frog. “We roast and
grind the flour in our own mills. You will find them
good.” .

Jeanne took one and found it very good. She
would have taken another, but already a second tray-
ful or leaf-ful was before her, with pinky-looking balls.

“Those are made from the sugar of water-bram-
bles,” remarked the frog, with a self-satisfied smile.
“No doubt you are surprised at the delicacy and re-
finement of our tastess. Many human beings are
under the deplorable mistake of supposing we live on
slimy water and dirty insects—ha, ha, ha! whereas
our cuisine is astounding in variety and delicacy of
material and flavour. If it were not too late in the
season, I wish you could have tasted our mushroom
pités and minnows’ eggs vols-au-vent.”

“Thank you,” said Hugh, “what we have had is
very nice indeed.”
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“I couldn’t eat minnows’ eggs,” whispered Jeanne,
looking rather doubtfully at the succession of leaf
trays that continued to appear. She nibbled away
at some of the least extraordinary-looking cakes,
which the frog informed her were made from the pith
of rushes roasted and ground down, and then flavoured
with essence of marsh marigold, and found them nearly
as nice as macaroons. Then, having eaten quite as
much as they wanted, the tadpoles hgnded to each
a leaf of the purest water, which they drank with
great satisfaction.

“Now,” said Hugh, “we’re quite ready for the
concert. Shall I row out to the middle of the lake,
Monsieur Frog ?”

“ Midway between the shore and the island,” said
the frog; «that will be the best position;” and, as by
this time all the frogs that had been sitting round the
edge of the boat had disappeared, Hugh took the oars
and paddled away.
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CHAPTER VL

- THE SONG OF THE SWAN.

¢ —— If I were on that shore,
1 should live there and not die, but sing evermore.”

JEAN INGELOW.

~ “ ABoUT here will do, I should think—eh, Monsieur
Frog ?” said Hugh, resting on his oars half-way to the
island. But there was no answer. The frog had
disappeared.

“What & queer way all these creatures behave,
don’t they, Jeanne ?” he said. “ZFirst Dudu, then
Houpet and the others. They go off all of a sudden
in the oddest way.”

“I suppose they have to go when we don’t need
them any more,” said Jeanne. “I daresay they are
obliged to.”

“Who obliges them ?” said Hugh.

“Oh, I don’t know! The fairies, I suppose,” said
Jeanne.
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“Was it the fairies you meant when you kept say-
ing “they’ #” asked Hugh.

“I don’t know—perhaps—it’s no use asking me,”
said Jeanne. “ Fairies, or dream-gpirits, or something
like that. Never mind who they are if they give us
nice things. I am sure the frogs have been very kind,
haven’t they ?”

“Yes; you won't be so afraid of them now, will
you, Jeanne 1”

“Oh, I don’t know. I daresay I shall be, for
they’re quite different from our frogs. Ours aren’t
so bright green, and their eyes aren’t red, and they
can’t Zalk. Oh no, our frogs are quite different from
theirs, Chéri,” she added with profound conviction.

“ Just like our trees and everything else, I suppose,”
said Hugh. ¢ Certainly this is a funny country. But
hush, Jeanne! Ibelieve the conceit’s going to begin.”

They sat perfectly still to listen, but for a minute
or two the sound which had caught Hugh’s attention
was not repeated. Everything about them was silent,
except that now and then a soft faint breeze seemed
to flutter across the water, slightly rippling its surface
as it passed. The strange, even light which had shone
over all the scene ever since the children had stepped
out at the hillside door had now grown paler: it
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was not now bright enough to distinguish more than
can be seen by an autumn twilight. The air was
fresh and clear, though not the least cold ; the droop-
ing forms of the low-hanging branches of the island
trees gave the children a melancholy feeling when
they glanced in that direction.

“T don’t like this very much,” said Jeanne. “It
makes me sad, and I wanted to have fun.”

“ It must be sad for the poor swan if it's going to
die,” said Hugh. “But I don’t mind this sort of sad
feeling. I think it's rather nice. Ah! Jeanne, listen,
there it is again., They must be going to begin.”

“It” was a low sort of “call” which seemed to
run round the shores of the lake like a preliminary
note, and then completely died away. Instantly
began from all sides the most curious music that
Hugh and Jeanne had ever heard. It was croaking,
but croaking in unison and regular time, and harsh
as it was, there was a very strange charm about it—
quite impossible to describe. It sounded pathetic at
times, and at times monotonous, and yet inspiriting,
like the beating of a drum ; and the children listened
to it with actual enjoyment. It went on for a good
while, and then stopped as suddenly as it had begun;
and then again, after some minutes of perfect silence,
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it recommenced in a low and regular chant—if such
a word can be used for croaking—a steady, regular
croak, croak, as if an immense number of harsh-.
sounding instruments were giving forth one note in
such precise tune and measure that the harshness
was softened and lost by the union of sound. It grew
lower and lower, seeming almost to be about to die
altogether away, when, from another direction—from
the tree-shaded island in the centre of the lake—rose,
low and faint at first, gathering strange strength as it
mounted ever higher and higher, the song of the swan.
The children listened breathlessly and in perfect
silence to the wonderful notes which fell on their
ears—notes which no words of mine could describe,
for in themselves they were words, telling of suffering
and sorrow, of beautiful things and sad things, of
strange fantastic dreams, of sunshine and flowers and
summer days, of icy winds from the snow-clad hills,
and days of dreariness and solitude. Each and all
came in their turn; but, at the last, all melted, all
grew rather, into one magnificent song of bliss and
triumph, of joyful tenderness and brilliant hope, too
pure and perfect to be imagined but in a dream.
And as the last clear mellow notes fell on the child- -
ren’s ears, a sound of wings seemed to come wih
B
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them, and gazing ever more intently towards the
island they saw rising upwards the pure white snow-
like bird—upwards and upwards, ever higher, till at
last, with the sound of its own joyous song, it faded
and melted into the opal radiance of the calm sky
above.

For long the children gazed after it—a spot of light
seemed to linger for some time in the sky just where
it had disappeared—almost, to their fancy, as if the
white swan was resting there, again to return to earth.
But it was not so. Slowly, like the light of a dying
star, the brightness faded ; there was no longer a trace
of the swan’s radiant flight ; again a soft low breeze,
like a farewell sigh, fluttered-across the lake, and the
children withdrew their eyes from the sky and looked
at each other.

“Jeanne !” said Hugh.

“Chéri!” said Jeanne.

“What was it? Was it not an angel, and not a
swan ?”

Jeanne shook her little head in perplexity.

“I don’t know,” she said. “It was wonderful.
Did you hear all it told, Chéri ?” '

“Yes,” said Hugh. “But no one could ever tell
it again, Jeanne. It is a secret for us.”
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“And for the frogs,” added Jeanne.

« And for the frogs,” said Hugh.

“But,” said Jeanne, “ I thought the swan was going
to die. That was not dying.”

“Yes,” said the queer croaking voice of the frog,
suddenly reappearing on the edge of the boat; “yes,
my children,” he repeated, with a strange solemnity,
“for such as the swan that s dying. And now once
more—for you will never see me again, nor revisit this
country—once again, my children, I bid you farewell.”

He waved his hands in adieu, and hopped away.

“ Chéri,” said Jeanne, after a short silence, “I feel
rather sad, and a very little sleepy. Do you think I
might lie down a little—it is not the least cold—and
take a tiny sleep? You might go to sleep too, if you
like. I should think there will be time before we
row back to the shore, only I do not know how we
shall get the boat through the narrow part if the
frogs have all gone. And no doubt Houpet and the
others will be wondering why we are so long.”

“We can whistle for Dudu again jf we need,” said
Hugh. “He helped us very well the last time. I
too am rather sleepy, Jeanne, but still I think I had
better not go quite asleep. You lie down, and I'll
just paddle on very slowly and softly for a little, and
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when you wake up we'll fix whether we should
whistle or not.” :

Jeanne seemed to fall asleep in a moment when
she lay down. Hugh paddled on quietly, as he had
said, thinking dreamily of the queer things they had
seen and heard in this nameless country inside the
tapestry door. He did not feel troubled as to how
they were to get back again; he had great faith in
Dudu, and felt sure it would all come right. But
gradually he too began to feel very sleepy ; the dip
of the oars and the sound of little Jeanne’s regular
breathing seemed to keep time together in a curious
way. And at last the oars slipped from Hugh’s hold ;
he lay down beside Jeanne, letting the boat drift;
he was so very sleepy, he could keep up no more.

But after a minute or two when, not guite asleep,
he lay listening to the soft breathing of the little girl,
it seemed to him he heard still the gentle dip of the
oars. The more he listened, the more sure he became
that it was so, and at last his curiosity grew so great
that it half overcame his drowsiness. He opened his
eyes just enough to look up. Yes, he was right, the
boat was gliding steadily along, the oars were doing
their work, and who do you think were the rowers ?
Dudu on one side, Houpet on the other, rowing away
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as cleverly as if they had never done anything else
in their lives, steadying themselves on one claw,
rowing with the other. Hugh did not feel the least
surprised ; he smiled sleepily, and turned over quite
satisfied. '

“They’ll take us safe back,” he said to himself;
and that was all he thought about it.

“ Good-night, Chéri, good-night,” was the next
thing he heard, or remembered hearing.

Hugh half sat up and rubbed his eyes.

‘Where was he ?

Not in the boat, there was no sound of oars, the
light that met his gaze was not that of the strange
country where Jeanne and he had had all these ad-
ventures, it was just clear ordinary moonlight; and
as for where he was, he was lying on the floor of the
tapestry room close to the part of the wall where
stood, or hung, the castle with the long flight of steps,
which Jeanne and he had so wished to enter. And
from the other side of the tapestry—from inside the
castle, one might almost say—came the voice he had
heard in his sleep, the voice which seemed to have
awakened him.

“ Good-night, Chéri,” it said, “ good-night. I have
gone home the other way.” '
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“ Jeanne, Jeanne, where are you? Wait!” cried
Hugh, starting to his feet. But there was no reply.

Hugh looked all round. The room seemed just
the same as usual, and if he had looked out of the
window, though this he did not know, he would have
seen the old raven on the terrace marching about, and,
in his usual philosophical way, failing the sunshine,
enjoying the moonlight ; while down in the chickens’
house, in the corner of the yard, Houpet and his
friends were calmly roosting; fat little Nibble soundly
sleeping in his cage, cuddled up in the hay; poor,
placid Grignan reposing in his usual corner under
the laurel bush. All these things Hugh would have
seen, and would no doubt have wondered much at
them. But though neither tired nor cold, he was still
sleepy, very sleepy, so, after another stare all round,
he decided that he would defer further inquiry till
the morning, and in the meantime follow the advice
of Jeanne’s farewell “ good-night.”

And “ after all,” he said to himself, as he climbed
up into his comfortable bed, “ after all, bed is very
nice, even though that little carriage was awfully
jolly, and the boat almost better. What fun it will

be to talk about it all to-morrow morning with
Jeanne.”
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It was rather queer when to-morrow morning
came—when he woke to find it had come, at least; it
was rather queer to see everything looking just the
same as on other to-morrow mornings. Hugh had
not time to think very much about it, for it had been
Marcelline’s knock at the door that had wakened
him, and she told him it was rather later than usual.
Hugh, however, was so eager to see Jeanne and talk
over with her their wonderful adventures that he
needed no hurrying. But, to his surprise, when he
got to Jeanne’s room, where as usual their “little
breakfast” was prepared for them on the table by the
fire, Jeanne was seated on her low chair, drinking
her coffee in her every-day manmner, not the least
different from what she always was, not in any par-
ticular hurry to see him, nor, apparently, with any-
thing particular to say. . _

“ Well, Chéri,” she said, merrily, “ you are rather
late this morning. Have you slept well ?”

Hugh looked at her; there was no mischief in her
face; she simply meant what she said. In his -
astonishment, Htigh rubbed his eyes and then stared
at her again.

« Jeanne,” he said, quite bewildered.

“ Well, Chéri,” she repeated, “ what is the matter ?
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How funny ‘you look!” and in her turn Jeanne
seemed surprised.

Hugh looked round; old Marcelline had left the
room.

“Jeanne,” he said, “it is so queer to see you just
the same as usual, with nothing to say about it all.”

“ About all what ?” said Jeanne, seemingly more
and more puzzled.

“ About our adventures—the drive in the carriage,
with Houpet as coachman, and the stair down to the
frog’s country, and the frogs and the boat, and the
concert, and O Jeanne! the song of the swan.”

Jeanne opened wide her eyes.

“Chéri!” she said, “you've been dreaming all
these funny things.”

Hugh was so hurt and disappointed that he nearly
began to cry. .

“0 Jeanne,” he said, “it is very umkind to say
that,” and he turned away quite chilled and perplexed.

Jeanne ran after him and threw her arms round
his neck.

“ Chéri, Chéri,” she said, “I didn’t mean to vex
you, but I don’t understand.”

Hugh looked into her dark eyes with his earnest
blue ones.
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“ Jeanne,” he said, “don’t you remember any of it
—don’t you remember the trees changing their colours
so prettily #—don’t you remember the frogs’ banquet ?”’

Jeanne stared at him so earnestly that she quite
frowned.

“T think—T think,” she said, and then she stopped.-
“ When you say that of the trees, I think I did see
rainbow colours all turning into each other. I think,
Chéri, part of me was there and part not; can there
be two of me, I wonder? But please, Chéri, don’t
ask me any more. It puzzles me so, and then per-
haps I may say something to vex you. Let us play
at our day games now, Chéri, and never mind about
the other things. But if you go anywhere else like
that, ask the fairies to take me too, for I always like
to be with you, you know, Chéri.”

So they kissed and made friends. But still it
seemed very queer to Hugh. Till now Jeanne had
- always been eager to talk about the tapestry castle,
and full of fancies about Dudu and Houpet and the
rest of the animals,and anxious to hear Hugh’s dreams.
Now she seemed perfectly content with her every-day
world, delighted with a new and beautiful china
dinner-service which her godmother had sent her, and
absorbed in cooking all manner of wonderful dishes
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for a grand dolls’ feast, for which she was sending
invitations to all her dolls, young and old, ugly and
pretty, armless, footless, as were some, in the perfec-
tion of Parisian toilettes as were others. For she
had, like most only daughters, an immense collection
of dolls, though she was not as fond of them as many
little girls,

“I thought you didn’t much care for dolls. It
was one of the things I liked you for at the first,”
said Hugh, in a slightly aggrieved tone of voice.
Lessons were over, and the children were busy at the
important business of cooking the feast. Hugh didn’t -
mind the cooking ; he had even submitted to a paper
cap which Jeanne had constructed for him on the
model of that of the “chef” downstairs; he found
great consolation in the beating up an egg which
Marcelline had got for them as a great treat, and
immense satisfaction in watching the stewing, in one
of Jeanne’s toy pans on the nursery fire, of a prepara-
tion of squashed prunes, powdered chocolate, and
bread crumbs, which was to represent a “ragout & la”
—1I really do not remember what.

“I thought you didn’t care for dolls, Jeanne,”
Hugh repeated. “It would be ever so much nicer to
have all the animals at our feast. We could put
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them on chairs all round the table. That would be
some fun.” )

“ They wouldn’t sit still one minute,” said Jeanne.
“ How funny you are to think of such a thing, Chéri!
Of course it would be fun if they would, but fancy
Dudu and Grignan helping themselves with knives
and forks like people.”

Jeanne burst out laughing at the idea, and laughed
8o heartily that Hugh could not help laughing too.
But all the same he said to himself,

“I’m sure Dudu and the others could sit at the
table and behave like ladies and gentlemen if they
chose. How very funny of Jeanne to forget about all
the clever things they did! But it is no use saying
any more to her. It would only make us quarrel
There must be two Jeannes, or else ¢ they,” whoever
they are, make her forget on purpose.”

And as Hugh, for all his fancifulness, was a good
deal of a philosopher, he made up his mind to amuse
himself happily with little Jeanne as she was. The
feast was a great success. The dolls behaved irre-
proachably, with which their owner was rather in-
clined to twit Hugh, when, just at the end of the
banquet, greatly to his satisfaction, a certain Made-
moiselle Zéphyrine, a blonde with flaxen ringlets and
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turquoise blue eyes, suddenly toppled over, some-
thing having no doubt upset her equilibrium, and
fell flat on her nose on the table,

“Ah!” cried Jeanne, greatly concerned, “my poor
Zéphyrine has fainted,” and, rushing forward to her
assistance, worse results followed. Mesdames Lili
and Joséphine, two middle-aged ladies somewhat the
worse for wear, overcome by the distressing spectacle,
or by the sleeve of Jeanne's dress as she leant across
them, fell off their chairs too—one, like Zéphyrine, on
to the table, the other on to the floor, dragging down
with her the plateful of ragout in front of her, while
her friend’s sudden descent upon the table completed
the general knockings over and spillings which
Zéphyrine had begun.

“Oh dear! oh dear!” cried Jeanne; “all the
chocolate ragout is spilt, and the whipped-up egg is
mixed with the orange-juice soup. Oh dear! oh
dear! and I thought we should have had the whole
feast to eat up ourselves after the dolls had had
enough.”

“Yes,” said Hugh, “that’s what comes of having
stupid sticks of dolls at your feasts. The animals
wouldn’t have behaved like that.”

But, seeing that poor Jeanne was really in tears
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at this unfortunate termination of her entertainment,
he left off teasing her, and having succeeded in
rescuing some remains of the good things, they sat
down on the floor together and ate them up very
amicably.

“I don’t think I do care much for dolls,” said
Jeanne meditatively, when she had munched the last
crumbs of the snipped-up almonds, which were sup-
posed to represent some very marvellous dish. (“I
like almonds terribly—don’t you, Chéri ?”) she added,
as a parenthesis. “No, I don’t care for dolls. You
are quite right about them; they are stupid, and you
can’t make fancies about them, because their faces
always have the same silly look. I don’t know what
I like playing at best. O Marcelline!” she ex-
claimed, as the old nurse just then came into the
room, “O Marcelline! do tell us a story; we are
tired of playing.”

“Does Monsieur Chéri, too, wish me tell him a
story ?” asked Marcelline, looking -curiously at
Hugh.

“Yes, of course,” said Hugh. “Why do you look
at me that funny way, Marcelline ? ” :

“Why,” said Marcelline, smiling, “I was think-
ing only that perhaps Monsieur finds so many stories
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in the tapestry that he would no longer care for my
stupid little old tales.”

Hugh did not answer. He was wondering to
himself what Marcelline really meant; whether she
knew of the wonders concealed behind the tapestry,
. or was only teasing him a little in the kind but queer
way she sometimes did.

“ Marcelline,” he said suddenly at last, “I don’t
understand you.”

“ Do you understand yourself, my little Monsieur ?”
said Marcelline. “Do any of us understand our-
selves ? all the different selves that each of us is ¢”

“ No,” said Hugh, “I daresay we don’t. It is very

" puzzling ; it's all very puzzling.”

“In the country where I lived when I was a little
girl,” began Marcelline, but Jeanne interrupted her.

“Have you never been there since, Marcelline ? ”
she asked.

‘Marcelline smiled again her funny smile.

“Oh dear, yes,” she said; “often, very often. I
should not have been near so happy as I am if I had
not often visited that country.”

“ Dear me,” exclaimed Jeanne, “ how very queer!
I had no idea of that. You haven’t been there for
a great many years any way, Marcelline. I heard
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mamma telling a lady the other day that she never
remembered your going away, not even for a day—
never since she was born.”

“Ah!” said Marcelline, “but, Mademoiselle, we
don’t always know what even those nearest us do. I
might have gone to that country without your
mamma knowing. Sometimes we are far away when
those beside us think us close to them.”

“Yes,” said Hugh, looking up suddenly, “that is
true, Marcelline.”

What she said made him remember Dudu’s
remark about Jeanne the night before, that she was
far, far away, and he began to feel that Marcelline
understood much that she seldom alluded to.

But Jeanne took it up differently. She jumped
on to Marcelline’s knee and pretended to beat her.

“You naughty little old woman,” she said; “you
_very naughty little old woman, to say things like
that to puzzle me—just what you know I don’t like.
Go back to your own country, naughty old Marcel-
line; go back to your fairyland, or wherever it was
you came from, if you are going to tease poor little
Jeanne so.” ‘

“ Tease you, Mademoiselle ?” Marcelline repeated.

“Yes, tease me,” insisted Jeanne. “ You know I
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hate people to go on about things I don’t understand.
Now you're to tell us a story at once, do you hear,
Marcelline ? ”

Hugh said nothing, but he looked up in Marcel-
line’s face with his grave blue eyes, and the old
woman smiled again. She seemed as if she was
going to speak, when just then a servant came up-
stairs to say that Jeanne’s mother wished the children
to go downstairs to her for a little. Jeanne jumped
up, delighted to welcome any change. v

“You must keep the story for another day, Mar-
celline,” she said, as she ran out of the room.

“I am getting too old to tell stories,” said Marcel-
line, half to herself, half to Hugh, who was following
his cousin more slowly. He stopped for a moment.

“Too old ?” he repeated.

“Yes, Monsieur Chéri, too old,” the nurse replied.
“The thoughts do not come so quickly as they once
did,' and the words, too, hobble along like lamesters
on crutches.”

“But,” said Hugh, half timidly, “it is never—you
would never, I mean, be too old to visit that country,
where there are so many stories to be found ?”

“Perhaps not,” said Marcelline, “but even if I
found them, I might not be able to tell them. Go
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and look for them for yourself, Monsieur Chéri; you
have not half seen the tapestry castle yet.”

But when Hugh would have asked her more she
would not reply, only smiled and shook her head.
So the boy went slowly downstairs after Jeanne,
wondering what old Marcelline could mean, half
puzzled and half pleased.

“QOnly,” he said to himself, “if I get into the
castle, Jeanne really must come with me, especially
if it is to hear stories.”
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CHAPTER VIL

‘WINGS AND CATS.

¢ And all their cattish gestures plainly spoke
They thought the affair they’d come upon no joke.”
CHARLES LAwMB.

SoME days went on, and nothing more was said by
the children about the adventures which had so
puzzled poor Hugh. After a while he seemed to
lose the wish to talk about them to little Jeanne; or
rather, he began to feel as if he could not, that the
words would not come, or that if they did, they would
not tell what he wanted. He thought about the
strange things he had seen very often, but it was as
if he had read of them rather than as if he had seen
and heard them, or as if they had happened to some
one else. Whenever he saw Dudu and Houpet and
the rest of the pets, he looked at them at first in a
half dreamy way, wondering if they too were puzzled
about it all, or if, being really fairies, they did not
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find anything to puzzle them! The only person (for,
after all, he could often not prevent himself from
looking upon all the animals as persons)—the only
person who he somehow felt sure did understand
him, was Marcelline, and this was a great satisfaction.
She said nothing; she almost never even smiled in
what Jeanne called her “ funny ” way ; but there was
just a very tiny little undersound in the tone of her
voice sometimes, a little wee smile in her eyes more
than on her lips, that told Hugh that, fairy or no
fairy, old Marcelline knew all about it, and it pleased
him to think so.

One night when Hugh was warmly tucked up in
bed Marcelline came in as usual before he went to
sleep to put out his light.

“There’s been no moonlight for a good while
Mazcelline, has there ?” he said.

“ No, Monsieur, there has not,” said Marcelline.

“Will it be coming back soon ?” asked Hugh.

“Do you like it so much, my child ?” said the old
nurse, - She had a funny way of sometimes answering
a question by asking another.

“Yes,” said Hugh, “ At least, of course when I'm
fast asleep it doesn’t matter to me if it's moonlight
or not. But you know what I like it for, Marcelline,
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and you said the other day that I hadn’t half seen
the tapestry castle, and I want very much to see it,
Marcelline, only I’d like Jeanne to be with me; for
I don’t think I could tell her well about the fairy
things if she hadn’t been with me. She didn’t seem
to understand the words, and I don’t think I could
get the right ones to tell, do you know, Marcelline ?”

He half sat up in bed, resting his head on his
elbow, which was leaning on the pillow, and looking
up in the old woman’s face with his earnest blue
eyes. Marcelline shook her head slowly.

“No,” she said, “ you're right. The words wouldn't
come, and if they did, it would be no use. You're
older than Mademoiselle Jeanne, Monsieur Hugh,
and it's different for her. But it doesn't matter—
the days bring their own pleasures and interests,
which the moonlight wouldn’t suit. You wouldn’t -
have cared for a dinner like what you have every
day when you were listening to the song of the
swan ?”

“No, certainly not,” said Hugh. “I see you do
understand, Marcelline, better than anybody. It
must be as I said; there must be two of me, and
two of Jeanne, and two of you, and——"”

“ And two of everything,” said Marcelline; “and
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the great thing is to keep each of the twos in its right
place.”

She smiled now, right out, and was turning away
with the light in her hand, when Hugh called after
her,

“ Wil the moonlight nights come again soon,
Marcelline ? * Do tell me. I'm sure you know.”

“Have a little patience,” said the old nurse, « you
shall be told. Never fear.”

And, a little inclined to be 4mpatient, Hugh was
nevertheless obliged to shut his eyes and go to sleep.
There was no moonlight ¢ka¢ night any way.

But not many nights after there came a great
surprise.

Curiously enough Hugh had gone to sleep that
night without any thought of tapestry adventures.
He and Jeanne had been very merry indeed; they
had been dressing up, and playing delightful tricks—
such as tapping at the salon door, and on being told
to come in, making their appearance like two very,
very old peasants, hobbling along on sticks—Jeanne
with a cap and little knitted shawl of Marcelline’s,
Hugh with a blouse and cotton nightcap, so that
Jeanne’s mother quite jumped at first sight of the
quaint little figures. Then Jeanne dressed up like a
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fairy, and pretended to turn Hugh into a guinea-pig,
and they got Nibble up into the nursery, and Hugh
hid in a cupboard, and tried to make his voice sound
as if it came from Nibble, and the effect of his ventri-
loquism was so comical that the children laughed till
they actually rolled on the floor. And they had
hardly got over the laughing—though Marcelline did
her best to make them sit still for half an hour or so
before going to bed—when it was time to say good-
night and compose themselves to sleep.

“I shan’t be able to go to sleep for ever so long,”
said Hugh; “I shall stay awake all the night, I be-
lieve.”

“Oh no, you won't,” said Marcelline, with a smile,
as she went off with the light.

And strange to say, hardly had she shut the door
when Hugh did fall asleep—soundly asleep. He
knew no more about who he was, or where he was, or
anything—he just slept as soundly as a little top,
without dreaming or starting in the least, for—dear
me, I don’t know for how long !'—any way it must
have been for several hours, when—in the strange
sudden way in which once or twice before it had
happened to him to awake in this curious tapestry
room, he opened his eyes as if startled by an electric
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shock, and gazed out before him, as much awake as if
he had never been asleep in his life,

‘What had awakened him, and what did he see?
He could hardly have told what had awakened him
but for what he now saw and heard. A voice, a very
well-known little voice, was speaking to him. ¢ Chéri
dear,” it said, “ Chéri, I have come for you. And see
what I have got for you” And there before him
stood little Jeanne—but Jeanne as he had never
seen her before. She seemed all glistening and
shining—her dress was of some kind of sparkling
white, and round her waist was a lovely silver girdle
—her sleeves too were looped up with silver bands,
and, prettiest of all, two snow-white wings were
fastened to her shoulders. She looked like a fairy
queen, or like a silvery bird turned into a little girl.
And in her hand she held another pair of wings
exactly like her own,

Hugh gazed at her.

“ Have you been dressing up ?” he said, “and in
the middle of the night? oh how funny! But O, .
Jeanne, how pretty you look !” _

Jeanne laughed merrily. “Come, get up quick,
then,” she said, “ and I'll make you pretty too. Only
I can’t promise you a head-dress like mine, Chéri.”
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She gave her head a little toss, which made Hugh
look at it. And now he noticed that on it she wore
something very funny indeed, which at first, being
black—forJeanne’s hair,you know, was black too—had
not caught his attention. At first he thought it was
some kind of black silk hood or cap, such as he had
seen worn by some of tlie peasants in Switzerland, but
looking again—no, it was nothing of the kind—the
head-dress had a head of its own, and as Hugh stared,
it cocked it pertly on one side in a way Hugh would
have known again anywhere. Yes, it was Dudu,
sitting on Jeanne’s smooth little head as comfortably
as if he had always been intended to serve the pur-
pose of a bonnet.

“Dudu!” exclaimed Hugh.

“Of course,” said Jeanne. “You didn't suppose
we could have gone without him, Chéri.”

“Gone where ?” said Hugh, quite sitting up in
bed by this time, but still a good deal puzzled.

“ Up into the tapestry castle,” said Jeanne, “ where
. we've been wishing so to go, though we had to wait
for the moonlight, you know.”

The word made Hugh glance towards the window,
for, for the first time he began to wonder how it was
his room was so bright. Yes, it was streaming in, in
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a beautiful flood, and the tapestry on the walls had
taken again the lovely tints which by daylight were
no longer visible.

Hugh sprang out of bed. “ Are these for me ?”
he said, touching the wings which Jeanne held.

“ Certainly,” she replied. “ Aren’t they pretty ?
Much nicer than your wall-climbers, Chéri. I chose
them. Turn round and let me put them on.”

She slipped them over his head—they seemed to
be fastened to a band, and in a moment they had
fitted themselves perfectly into their place. They
were so light that Hugh was hardly conscious of
them, and yet he could move them about—back-
wards and forwards, swiftly or slowly, just as he
chose—and as easily as he could move his arms. Hugh
was extremely pleased with them, but he looked at
his little night-gown with sudden dismay.

“You said you'd make me look pretty too, Jeanne,”
he observed. “I don’t care for myself—boys never
care about being grandly dressed—but I shall look
rather funny beside you, shan’t I ?”

“ Wait a minute,” said Jeanne, “ you're not ready
yet. I'm going to powder you. Shut your eyes.”

He did so, and therefore could not see what
Jeanne did, but he felt a sort of soft puff fly all over
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him, and opening his eyes again at Jeanne’s bidding,
saw, to his amazement, that he too was now dressed in
the same pretty shiny stuff as his little cousin. They
looked just like two Christmas angels on the top of a
frosted Twelfth Night cake. '

“There now,” said Jeanne, “aren’t you pleased ?
You don’t know how nice you look. Now, Dudu,
we're quite ready. Are we to fly up to the castle ?”

Dudu nodded his wise head. Jeanne took Hugh’s
hand, and without Hugh’s quite knowing how it was
managed, they all flew up the wall together, and
found themselves standing on the castle terrace.
There was no light streaming out from the windows
this time, and the peacocks were quite motionless at
their post.

“ Are they asleep ?” said Hugh.

“ Perhaps,” said Dudu, speaking for the first time.
“ They lead a monotonous life, you see. But there is
no occasion to disturb them.”

They were standing just in front of the door, by
which, the last time, Hugh had entered the long
lighted-up passage. As they stood waiting, the door
slowly opened, but to Hugh’s great surprise the
inside was perfectly different. A very large white-
painted hall was revealed to them. The ceiling was
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arched, and looking up, it seemed so very high, that
it gave one more the feeling of being the sky than
the roof of a house. This great hall was perfectly
empty, but yet it did not feel chilly, and a faint
pleasant perfume stole through it, as if not far off
sweet-scented flowers and plants were growing.

Hugh and Jeanne stood hand-in-hand and looked
around them. The door by which they had entered
had closed noiselessly, and when they turned to see
the way by which they had come in, no sign of a
door was there. In the panels of white wood which
formed the walls, it was somehow concealed.

“How shall we ever get out again ?” said Hugh.

But Jeanne only laughed.

“We needn’t trouble about that,” she said. “ We
got back all right the last time. What I want to
know is what are we to do next? I see no way out
of this hall, and though it’s rather nice, it’s not very
amusing. Dudu, I wish you would sit still—you
keep giving little juggles on my head that are very
uncomfortable, and make me feel as if I had a hat on
that was always tumbling off.”

“1I beg your pardon, Mademoiselle Jeanne,” replied
Dudu with great dignity. “You really do say such
foolish things sometimes that it is imposaible
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restrain one’s feelings altogether. No way out of this
hall, do you say, when it is the entrance to every-
where ?”

“But how are we to get to everywhere, or any-
where ?” asked Jeanne.

“Really 1” said Dudu, as if quite out of patience.
“When you are running up and down the terrace, in
your other life, you don’t stand still at one end and
say, ‘Dudu, how am I to get to the other?’ You
move your feet, which were given you for the purpose.
And in present circumstances, instead of your feet,
you naturally——"

“Move our wings,” cried Jeanne. “Oh, of course.
We're to fly. But you see, Dudu, we're accustomed
to having feet, and to running and walking with
them, but having wings is something new.”

Dudu still looked rather contemptuous, and Hugh
gave a little pull to Jeanne’s hand.

“Let’s set off” he said.

“But where are we to go to ?” asked Jeanne.

Dudu gave a little croak. “Really,” he said again.
“What am I here for ?”

“Oh, to show us the way, of course,” said Jeanne.
“You're going to steer us, I suppose, on the top of
my head. Well, we're quite ready.”
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Off they set. The flying this time was really
quite a pleasure in itself, and the higher up they
rose the easier and swifter it seemed to become. The
hall was lighted from the roof—at least the light
seemed to come down from among the arches so high
up that their form was only vaguely seen. But
whether it was daylight or what, the children did not
know, and perhaps it did not occur to them to think.
They just flew softly onm, till suddenly Dudu veered
to one side and stopped them in front of a low carved
door with a step before it just large enough for them
to stand on. They had not noticed this door before—
the hall was so very large and the door in comparison
so small, and the step before it had looked just like a
little jutting-out ledge in the carving, till they were
close to it.

.“Don’t turn round,” said Dudu, “ for fear it should
make you giddy. Push the door and go in at once.”

The children did so. The door yielded, and then
"immediately—they were such well-behaved doors in
the tapestry palace—closed behind them. And what
the children now saw was a small winding stair, the
lowest steps of which were close to their feet.

“ Here,” said Dudu, “ I will leave you. You can’t
go wrong.”
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He flew down from Jeanne’s head as he spoke.
Jeanne gave her head a little shake; she seemed not
altogether sorry to be freed from her head-dress, for
a head-dress with feelings is a somewhat uncomfort-
able affair.

“I don’t mind you getting off my head, Dudu,” she
said. “But you might take a turn on Chéri’s for a
change. I think it’s rather shabby of you to leave
us already.” )

Hugh looked at Jeanne in surprise. He could
not understand how it was that Jeanne ventured to
speak 8o coolly to the raven—she who in their day-
light life was so frightened of him that she would
hardly go near him for fear he should turn her into a
mouse, or in some other way bewitch her!

“T think it's very good-natured of Monsieur Dudu
to have come with us so far,” he said. “We could
never have got into the tapestry castle at all but for
him.”

“No,” said Dudu, “that you certainly wouldn’t.”
But he didn’t seem offended. “Good-bye,” he said,
“and if youre in any trouble remember the former
arrangement. Whistle three times.” )

“Good-bye,” said Hugh and Jeanne. But as they
said it, their looks met each other in astonishment—



WINGS AND CATS. 127

there was no Dudu there—he had already dis-
appeared.

“What a queer way he has of going off all of a
sudden,” said Jeanne.

“ And what are we to do now?” said Hugh.

“Go up the stairs, of course, till we find where
they lead to,” said Jeanne.

“ It will be rather awkward with our wings,” said
Hugh. “The stair is so very narrow and twisting.”

Jeanne made an exclamation.

“Wings!” she said. “Why, Chéri, your wings
are gone!”

« And so are yours!” said Hugh.

Both the children stared at each other and turned
round to look at their shoulders, as if they could
hardly believe it,

“TIt’s too bad,” said Jeanne. “It’s all Dudu.”

“Never mind,” said Hugh. “He wouldn’t have
taken them away if we had been going to need them
again; and really, Jeanne, the more I think of it the
more sure I am we could never have got up that stair
with our wings on.”

“ Perhaps not,” said Jeanne. “Any way J couldn’t
have got up it with Dudu on my head. But let’s go
on, Chéri. Are you frightened ? I'm not a bit.”



128 THE TAPESTRY ROOM.

“I'm not, either,” said Hugh. «Still, it’s a very
queer place. I wish Dudu, or Houpet, or some of
them, had come with us!”

They set off on their climb up the steep spiral
staircase. So narrow it was, that going hand-in-hand
was out of the question.

“It's worse than the staircase down to the frogs’
country,” said Jeanne.

Hugh looked at her triumphantly.

There now, Jeanne, you do remember,” he said.
“I believe it was just pretence your saying you
thought I had dreamt it all.”

“No,” said Jeanne, “it wasn’t. You don’t under-
stand, Chéri. I'm moonlight Jeanne, now—when we
were having the dolls’ feast I was daylight Jeanne.
And you know it's never moonlight in the day-time.”

“Well, certainly, I don’t understand,” said Hugh.
“ And one thing particularly—how is it that in the
moon-time you remember about the day-time, if in
the day you forget all about the other.”

“I don’t exactly forget,” said Jeanne, “but it spoils
things to mix them together. And lots of things
would be guite spoilt if you took them into the regular
daylight. I fancy, too, one can see farther in the
moonlight—one can see more ways.”
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She was standing at the foot of the stair, a step
or two higher than Hugh, and the soft light, which
still, in some mysterious way, seemed to come down
from above—though, looking up the spiral stair, its
top seemed lost in gloom—fell on her pretty little
face. Her hair had fallen back over her shoulders
and lay dark on her pure white shiny dress; there
was a look in her eyes which Hugh had never noticed
before, as if she could see a long way oft. Hugh looked
at her earnestly.

“Jeanne,” he said, “youre a perfect puzzle. I
do wonder whether you’re half a fairy, or an angel, or
a dream. I do hope you’re not a dream when you're
in the moonlight. But, oh dear, I eannot understand.”

“Do leave off trying to understand, Chéri,” said
Jeanne, “and let us amuse ourselves. I always love
you, Chéri, whatever I am, don’t 12”

She turned towards him brightly, with such a
merry smile on her face that Hugh could not help
smiling too.

“Do let us go on quickly,” she said ; “I do so want
to see where this stair goes to.”

“Let me go first. I'm a boy, you know, and it's
right I should go first in case of meeting anything
that might frighten you,” said Hugh.

14
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So he stepped up in front of Jeanne, and they
slowly made their way.

It was impossible to go fast. Never was there
such a twisty little stair. Here and there, too, it got
darker, so that they could only just find their way, .
step by step. And it really seemed as if they had
climbed a very long way, when from above came
faintly and softly the sound of a plaintive “mew.”
“ Mew, mew,” it said again, whoever the “it” was,
and then stopped.

The children looked at each other.

“Cats!” they said at the same instant.

“It’s just as well,” said Hugh, “that none of the
animals did come with us, as so many of them are
birds.”

Another step or two and the mystery was explained.
They had reached the top of the turret stair; it led
them into a little hall, all, like the great hall below,
painted white. It looked perfectly pure and clean,
as if it had only been painted the day before, and
yet there was a curiously old look about it too, and
a faint scent of dried rose leaves seemed to be in
the air.

There was a door in this little hall, exactly oppo-
site the top of the stair. and at each side of the door
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was an arm-chair, also all white, and with a white-
satin cushion instead of a seat. And on each of
these chairs sat a most beautiful white cat. The
only colour in the hall was the flash of their green
eyes, as they turned them full on the two children.

Jeanne crept a little closer to Hugh. But there
was no reason for fear. The cats were most amiably
disposed.

“Mew !” said the one on the right-hand chair.

“Mew | ” said the one on the left-hand chair.

Then they looked at each other for a moment, and
at last, seeming to have made up their minds, each
held out his right paw. Something in the way they -
did it reminded Hugh and Jeanne of Dudu when he
stood on one leg,and stuck out the other like a walk-
ing-stick. '

“Mew !|” they said again, both together this time.
And then in a clear, though rather mewey voice, the
right-hand cat spoke to the children.

“ Madame is expecting you,” he said.

The children did not know what else to say, so
they said, “ Thank you.”

_ “She has been waiting a good while,” said the
left-hand cat.
“I'm very sorry to have kept her waiting,” said
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Hugh, feeling Jeanne nudge him. “I hope she has
not been waiting very long ?”

“Oh no,” said the right-hand cat, “not long;
not above three hundred years.”

Jeanne gave a start of astonishment.

“Three hundred——" “years,” she was going to
say, but tbe left-hand cat interrupted her.

“You are not to be surprised,” he said, very
hastily, and Jeanne could not quite make out if he
was frightened or angry, or a little of both. “You
must not think of being surprised. Nobody is ever
surprised here.”

“No one is ever surprised here,” repeated the
right-hand cat. “This is the Castle of Whiteness,
you know. You are sure you have nothing coloured
about you ?” he added, anxiously.

Instinctively both the children put their hands
up to their heads.

“Only our hair,” they said.

“ Mine's light-brown, you see,” said Hugh.

“ And mine’s bl——" Jeanne was saying, but the
cats, both speaking together this time, stopped her
with a squeal of horror.

“Oh, oh, oh!” they said. “Where are your man-
ners? You must never mention such a word. Your .
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hair, Mademoiselle, is shadowy. That is the proper
expression.”

Jeanne was annoyed, and did not speak. Hugh
felt himself bound to defend her from the charge of
bad manners.

“You needn’t be so sharp,” he said to the cats;
“ your eyes are as green as they can be.”

“ Green doesn’t count,” said the right-hand cat,
coolly.

“ And how were we to know that?” said Hugh.

“T don’t know,” said the left-hand cat. _

“Well, but can’t you be sensible?” said Hugh,
who didn’t feel inclined to give in to two cats.

« Perhaps we might be it we tried,” said the right-
hand cat. “But——"

A sudden sound interrupted him. It was as if
some one had moved a piece of furniture with
squeaking castors, )

“ Madame’s turning her wheel,” said the left-hand
cat. “Now's the time.”

Both cats got down from their chairs, and each,
standing on their hind legs, proceeded to open his
side of the door between the chairs—or “doors” I
should almost say, for it was a double-hinged one,
opening in the middle, and the funny thing about it
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was that one side opened outwards, and the other
inwards, so that at first, unless you were standing
just exactly in the middle, you did not see very
clearly into the inside.
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CHAPTER VIIL

“ THE BROWN BULL OF NORROWA.”

¢ Delicate, strong, and white,
Hurrah for the magic thread !
The warp and the woof come right."”
CriLD WORLD.

THEY were not to be surprised ! Both the children
remembered that, and yet it was a little difficult to
avoid being so.

At first all they saw was just another wh1te room,
a small one, and with a curious pointed window in
one corner. But when the doors were fully opened
there was more to be seen. In the first place, at the
opposite corner, was a second window exactly like
the other, and in front of this window & spinning-
wheel was placed, and before this spinning-wheel sat,
on a white chair, a white-haired lady.

She was spinning busily. She did not look up as
the children came in. She seemed quite absorbed in
her work. So the children stood and gazed at her,
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and the cats stood quietly in front, the right-hand
one before Hugh, the left-hand one before Jeanne,
not seeming, of course, the least surprised. Whether
I should call the white-haired lady an “old” lady or
not, I really do not know. No doubt she was old,
as we count old, but yet, except for her hair, she did
not look so. She was very small, and she was
dressed entirely in white, and her hands were the
prettiest little things you ever saw. But as she did
not look up, Hugh and Jeanne could not at first
judge of her face. They stood staring at her for
some minutes without speaking. At last, as they
were not allowed to be surprised, and indeed felt
afraid of being reproached with bad manners by the
cats if they made any remarks at all, it began,
especially for Jeanne, to grow rather stupid.

She gave Hugh a little tug.

“Won’t you speak to her?” she whispered, very,
very softly.

Instantly both cats lifted their right paws.

“You see,” replied Hugh, looking at Jeanne
reproachfully, “ they’re getting angry.” :

On this the cats wheeled right round and looked
at the children.

«]I don’t care,” said Jeanne, working herself up.
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«T don’t care. It's mot our fault. They said she
was waiting for us, and they made us come in.”

««She is the cat’ so I've been told,” said a soft
voice suddenly. And ‘don’t care;’ something was
once spun about ‘ don’t care,’ I think.”

Immediately the two cats threw themselves on
the ground, apparently in an agony of grief.

“She the cat,” they cried. “Oh, what presump-
tion! And who said ‘don’t care’? Oh dear! oh
dear ! who would have thought of such a thing ?”

The lady lifted her head, and looked at the cats
and the children. There was a curious expression on
her face, as if she had just awakened. Her eyes .
were very soft blue, softer and dreamier than Hugh’s,
and her mouth, even while it smiled, had a rather
sad look. But the look of her whole face was very
—1I can’t find a very good word for it. It seemed
to ask you questions, and yet to know more about
you than you did yourself. It was impossible not
to keep looking at her once you had begun.

“ Hush, cats,” were the next words she said. “Don’t
be silly ; it’s nearly as bad as being surprised.”

Immediately the cats sat up in their places again,
a8 quiet and dignified as if they had not been at all
put about, and Jeanne glanced at Hugh as much as
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to say, “ Aren’t you glad she has put them down a
little #”

Then the lady looked over the cats to the children.

“It is quite ready,” she said; “the threads are
all straight.”

What could they say? They had not the least
idea what she meant, and they were afraid of asking.
Evidently the white lady was of the same opinion as
the cats as to the rudeness of being surprised; very
probably asking questions would be considered still
. ruder.

Jeanne was the first fo pick up courage.

“Madame,” she said, “I don’t mean to be rude,
but I am so thirsty. It’'s with flying, I think, for
we're not accustomed to it.”

“Why did you not say so before ?” said the lady.
“I can give you anything you want. It has all been
ready a long time. Will you have snow water or
milk ?” :

“ Milk, please,” said Jeanne.

The lady looked at the cats.

“ Fetch it,” she said quietly. The cats trotted off;
they opened the door as before, but left it open
this time, and in another moment they returned,
carrying between them a white china tray, on which



THE BROWN BULL OF NORROWA. 139

were two cups of beautiful rich-looking milk. They
handed them to the children, who each took one and
drank it with great satisfaction. Then the cats took
away the cups and tray, and returned and sat down
as before.

The lady smiled at the children.

“Now,” she said, “are you ready ?”

She had been so kind about the milk that Hugh
this time took courage.

“We are very sorry,” he said, “ but we really don’t
understand what it is you would like us to do.”

“Do ?” said the lady. “Why, you have nothing to
do but to listen. Isn’t that what you came for? To
hear some of the stories I spin ?”

The children opened their eyes—with pleasure it
is to be supposed rather than surprise—for the white
lady did not seem at all annoyed.

“Oh!” said they, both at once. “Is that what
you’re spinning? Stories!” '

“Of course,” said the lady. “Where did you
think they all come from ?—all the stories down
there ?” She pointed downwards in the direction of the
stair and the great hall. “Why, here I have been
for—no, it would frighten you to tell you how long,

.by your counting, I have been up here at my spin-



140 THE TAPESTRY ROOM.

ning. I spin the round of the clock at this window,
then I turn my wheel—to get the light, you see—and
spin the round again at the other. If you saw the
tangle it comes to me in! And the threads I send
down! It is not often such little people as you come
up here themselves, but it does happen sometimes.
And there is plenty ready for you—all ready for the
wheel.”

“How wonderful!” said Hugh. “And oh!” he
exclaimed, “I suppose sometimes the threads get
twisted again when you have to send them down
such a long way, and that's how stories get muddled
sometimes.”

“Just s0,” said the white lady. “My story threads
need gentle handling, and sometimes people seize
them roughly and tear and soil them, and then of
course they are no longer pretty. But listen now.
What will you have ? The first in the wheel is a very,
very old fairy story. I span it for your great-great-
grandmothers ; shall I spin it again for you ¢”

“Oh, please,” said both children at once.

“Then sit down on the floor and lean your heads
against my knees,” said the lady. “Shut your eyes
and listen. That is all you have to do. Never mind
the cats, they will be quite quiet.”






STORY SPINNING.—p. 141.



THE BROWN BULL OF NORROWA. 141

Hugh and Jeanne did as she told them. They
leaned their heads, the smooth black one of the little
girl, the fair-haired curly one of the boy, on the lady’s
white robe. You can hardly imagine how soft and
pleasant it was to the touch. A half-sleepy feeling
came over them; they shut their eyes and did not
feel inclined to open them again. But they did not
really go to sleep; the fairy lady began to work the
wheel, and through the soft whirr came the sound of
a voice—whether it was the voice of the lady or of
the wheel they could not tell. And this was the old,
old story the wheel spun for them.

“ Listen, children,” it began.

“We are listening,” said Jeanne, rather testily.
“You needn’t say that again.”

“ Hush, Jeanne,” said Hugh ; “you’ll stop the story
if you’re not quiet.”

“Listen, children,” said the voice again. And
Jeanne was quite quiet.

. “Once on a time—a very long time ago—in a
beautiful castle there lived a beautiful Princess. She
was young and sweet, and very fair to see. And she
was the only child of her parents, who thought
nothing too rare or too good for her. At her birth
all the fairies had given her valuable gifts—no evil



142 THE TAPESTRY ROOM.

wishes had been breathed over her cradle. Only the
fairy who had endowed her with good semse and
ready wit had dropped certain words, which had left
some anxiety in the minds of her parents.

“¢She will need my gifts,” the fairy had said. “If
she uses them well, they and these golden balls will
stand her in good need.

“ And as she kissed the baby she left by her pillow
three lovely golden balls, at which, as soon as the
little creature saw them, she smiled with pleasure,
and held out her tiny hands to catch them.
 “They were of course balls of fairy make—they
were small enough for the little Princess at first to
hold in her baby hands, but as she grew they grew,
till, when she had reached her sixteenth year, they
were the size of an orange. They were golden, but
yet neither hard nor heavy, and nothing had power
to dint or stain them. And all through her babyhood
and childhood, and on into her girlhood, they were
the Princess’s favourite toy. They were never away
from her, and by the time she had grown to be a tall
and beautiful girl, with constant practice she had
learnt to catch them as cleverly as an Indian juggler.
She could whiz them all three in the air at a time,
and never let one drop to the ground. And all the
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people about grew used to seeing their pretty Princess,
as she wandered through the gardens and woods near
the castle, throwing her balls in the air as she walked,
and catching them again without the slightest effort.

“ And remembering the words of the fairy who had
given them, naturally her father and mother were
Pleased to see her love for the magic gift, and every
one about the palace was forbidden to laugh at her,
or to say that it was babyish for a tall Princess to
play so much with a toy that had amused her as an
infant. .

“She was not a silly Princess at all. She was
clever at learning, and liked it, and she was sensible
and quick-witted and very brave. So no one was
inclined to laugh at her pretty play, even if they had
not been forbidden to do so. And she was so kind-
hearted and merry, that if ever in her rambles she
met any little children who stared at her balls with
wondering eyes, she would make her ladies stop,
while she threw the balls up in the air, higher and
yet higher, ever catching them again as they flew
back, and laughed with pleasure to see the little
creatures’ delight in her skill.

“She was.such a happy Princess that the bright
balls seemed like herself—ready to catch every ray
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of sunshine and make it prisoner. And till she had
reached her sixteenth year no cloud had come over
her brightness. About this time she noticed that the
king, her father, began to look anxious and grave,
and messengers often came in haste to see him from
far-off parts of his kingdom. And once or twice she
overheard words dropped which she could not under-
stand, except that it was evident some misfortune
was at hand. But in their desire to save their
daughter all sorrow, the king and queen had given
orders that the trouble which had come to the
country was not to be told her; so the Princess could
find out nothing even by questioning her ladies or her
old nurse, who hitherto had never refused to tell her
anything she wanted to know.

“One day when she was walking about the gardens,
playing as usual with her golden balls, she came
‘upon a young girl half hidden among the shrubs,
crying bitterly. The Princess stopped at once to ask
her what was the matter, but the girl only shook her
head and went on weeping, refusing to answer.

“I dare not tell you, Princess,’ she said. ‘I dare
not. You are good and kind, and I do not blame
you for my misfortunes. If you knew all, you would

pity me.’
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“ And that was all she would say.

“She was a pretty girl, about the same age and
height as the Princess, and the Princess, after speak-
ing to her, remembered that she had sometimes seen
her before.

““You are the daughter of the gurdener, are you
not 2’ she inquired.

, ““Yes,’ said the girl. ‘My father is the king’s

gardener. But I have been away with my grand-
mother. They only sent for me yesterday to come
home—and-—and—oh, I was to have been married
next week to a young shepherd, who has loved me
since my childhood !’

“ And with this the girl burst into fresh weeping,
but not another word would she say.

“ Just then the Princess’s governess, who had been
a little behind—for sometimes in playing with her
balls the Princess ran on faster—came up to where
the two young girls were talking together. 'When
the governess saw who the Princess’s companion was
she seemed uneasy.

“¢<What has she been saying to you, Princess #’
she asked eagerly, ‘It is the gardener’s daughter, I
see.’ ~
“‘Yes, said the Princess. ¢ She is the gardener’s

T
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daughter, and she is in some great trouble. That is
all I know, for she will tell me nothing but that she
was to have been married next week, and then she
weeps. I wish I knew what her sorrow is, for, per-
haps, I could be of use to her. I would give her all
my money if it would do her any good,” and the
Princess looked ready to cry herself. But the girl
only shook her head. ‘No Princess,’ she said; ‘it
would do me no good. It is not your fault ; but oh,
it is very hard on me!’

“The governess seemed very frightened and spoke
sharply to the girl, reproving her for annoying the
Princess with her distress. The Princess was sur-
prised, for all her ladies hitherto had, by the king
and queen’s desire, encouraged her to be kind and
sympathising to those in trouble, and to do all she
could to console them. But as she had also been
taught to be very obedient, she made no remon-
strance when her governess desired her to leave the
girl and return to the castle. But all that day the
Princess remained silent and depressed. It was the
first time a shadow had come near her happiness.

“ The next morning when she awoke the sun was
shining brilliantly. It was a most lovely spring
day. The Princess’s happy spirits seemed all to have
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‘returned. She said to herself that she would confide
to the queen her mother her concern about the poor
girl that she had seen, and no doubt the queen would
devise some way.of helping her. And the thought .
made her feel so light-hearted that she told her at-
tendants to fetch her a beautiful white dress trimmed
with silver, which had been made for her but the day
before. To her surprise the maidens looked at each
other in confusion. At last one replied that the
queen had not been pleased with the dress and had
sent it away, but that a still more beautiful one
trimmed with gold should be ready by that evening,
The Princess was perplexed ; she was not so silly as
to care about the dress, but it seemed to her very
strange that her mother should not admire what she
had thought so lovely a robe. But still more sur-
prised was she at a message which was brought to
her, as soon as she was dressed, from the king and
queen, desiring her to remain in her own rooms the
whole of that day without going out, for a reason that
should afterwards be explained to her. She made
no objection, as she was submissive and obedient to
her parents’ wishes, but she found it strange and sad
to spend that beautiful spring day shut up in her
rooms, more especially as in her favourite boudaix, «
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turret chamber which overlooked the castle court-
yard, she found the curtains drawn closely, as if it
were night, and was told by her governess that this
too was by the king’s orders; the Princess was re-
quested not to look out of the windows. She grew
at this a little impatient.

“¢T am willing to obey my parents,’ she said,
but I would fain they trusted me, for I am no longer
a child. Some misfortune is threatening us, I feel,
and it is concealed from me, as if I could be happy or
at rest if sorrow is hanging over my dear parents or
the nation.’

“ But no explanation was given to her, and all that
day she sat in her darkened chamber playing sadly
with her golden balls and thinking deeply to herself
about the mystery. And towards the middle of the
day sounds of excitement reached her from the court-
yard beneath. There seemed a running to and fro,
a noise of horses and of heavy feet, and now and then
faint sounds of weeping.

“¢QGoes the king a hunting to-day ?’ she asked
her ladies. ‘ And whose weeping is it I hear ?’

“ But the ladies only shook their heads without
gpeaking.

“ By the evening all seemed quiet. The Princess
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was desired to join her parents as usual, and the
white and golden robe was brought to her to wear.
She put it on with pleasure, and said to herself there
could after all be no terrible misfortune at hand, for
if so there would not be the signs of rejoicing she
observed as she passed through the palace. And
never had her parents been more tender and loving.
They seemed to look at her as if never before they
had known how they treasured her, and the Princess
was so touched by these proofs of their affection that
she could not make up her mind to trouble them by
asking questions which they might not wish to
answer. ~ ’

“ The next day everything went on as usual in the
palace, and it seemed to the Princess that there was
a general feeling as if some great danger was safely
passed. But this happiness did not last long ; about
three days later, again a messenger, dusty and wearied
with riding fast and hard, made his appearance at
the castle; and faces grew gloomy, and the king and
queen were evidently overwhelmed with grief Yet
nothing was told to the Princess.

“She wandered out about the gardens and castle
grounds, playing as usual with her balls, but wonder-
ing sadly what meant this mysterious trouble. And
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as she was passing the poultry-yard, she heard a
sound which seemed to suit her thoughts —some
one was crying sadly. The Princess turned to see
who it. was. This time too it was a young girl about
her own age, & girl whom she knew very well by
sight, for she was the daughter of the queen’s hen-
wife, and the Princess had often seen her driving
the flocks of turkeys or geese to their fields, or feed-
ing the pretty cocks and hens which the queen took
great pride in.

“¢What is the matter, Bruna ?’ said the Princess,
leaning over the gate. ‘Have the rats eaten any of
the little chickens, or has your mother been scolding
you for breaking some eggs ?’

“* Neither, Princess,’ said the girl among her sobs.
‘The chickens are never eaten, and my mother sel-
dom scolds me. My trouble is far worse than that,
but I dare not tell it to you—to you of all people in
the world.’

“ And the Princess’s governess, who just then came
up, looked again very frightened and uneasy.

“<Princess, Princess, she said, ‘what a habit
you are getting of talking to all these foolish girls.
Come back to the palace at once with me.’

“¢T have often talked to Bruna before,’ said the
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Princess gently, ‘and I never was blamed for doing
8o. She is a pretty girl, and I have known her all
my life. Some one said she was betrothed to one of
my father’s huntsmen, and I would like to ask if it
is true. Perhaps they are too poor to marry, and it
may be for that she is weeping.’

“ Bruna heard what the Princess said, and wept still
more violently. ¢Ah, yes, it is true!’ she said, ‘but
never, never shall I now be married to him.’ '

“ But the Princess’s governess would not let her
wait to ask more. She hurried her back to the castle,
and the Princess—more sure than ever that some
mysterious trouble was in question—could get no
explanation.

“She did not see the king and queen that night,
and the next morning a strange thing happened—her
white and golden robe was missing. And all that
her attendants could tell her was that it had been
taken away by the queen’s orders.

“¢Then,’ said the Princess, ‘there is some sad
trouble afloat which is hiddgn from me.’

“ And when she went to her turret room, and found,
as before, that the windows were all closed, so that
she could not see out, she sat down and cried with
distress and anxiety.
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“ And, again, about mid-day, the same confused
noises were to be heard. A sound of horses and
people moving about in the courtyard, a tramping of
heavy feet, and through all a faint and smothered
weeping. The Princess could bear her anxiety no
longer. She drew back the curtains, and unfastened
the shutters, and leaned out. From her window she
could clearly see the courtyard. It was, as she sus-
pected, filled with people; rows of soldiers on horse-
back lined the sides, and in front, on the steps, the
king and queen were standing looking at a strange
object. It was an enormous bull: never had the
Princess seen such a bull. He was dark brown in
colour, and pawed the ground in front of him impa-
tiently, and on his back was seated a young girl whom
the Princess gazed at with astonishment. She really
thought for a moment it was herself, and that she
was dreaming! For the girl was dressed in the
Princess’s own white and golden robe, and her face
could not be seen, for it was covered with a thick
veil, and numbers of women and servants standing
about were weeping bitterly. And so, evidently, was
the girl herself. Then the great bull gave another
impatient toss, the girl seized his horns to keep her-
gelf from falling, and off he set, with a terrible rush;
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and a great shout, half of fear, half of rejoicing, as
seeing him go, rose from the people about.

“ Just at this moment the Princess heard some one
approaching her room. She hastily drew the curtains,
and sat down playing with her balls, as if she had
seen nothing.

“She said not a word to any one, but she had her
own thoughts, and that evening she was sent for to
her father and mother, who, as usual, received her
with caresses and every sign of the tenderest affection.
And several days passed quietly, but still the Prin-
cess had her own thoughts.

“ And one evening when she was sitting with her
mother, suddenly the king entered the room in the
greatest trouble, and not seeing the Princess, for it
was dusk, he exclaimed, ,

“‘Tt has failed again. The monster is not to be
deceived. He vows he will not cease his ravages till
he gets the real Princess, our beloved daughter. He
has appeared again, and is more infuriated than ever,
tearing up trees by the roots, destroying the people’s
houses, tramping over their fields, and half killing all
the country with terror. What is to be done? The
people say they can endure it no longer. The girl
Bruna was found bruised and bleeding by the wayside
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a long way from this, and she gives the same account
as the gardener’s daughter of the monster’s rage at
finding he had been deceived.’

“The queen had tried to prevent the king’s relating
all this, but he was too excited to notice her hints,
and, indeed, after the first few words, the Princess had
heard enough. She started from her seat and came
forward. And when he saw her, the king threw up
his hands in despair. But the Princess said quietly,
¢ Father, you must tell me the whole.

~“So they had to tell her the whole. For many
weeks past the terrible monster she had seen in the
courtyard had been filling the country with fear.
He had suddenly appeared at a distant part of the
kingdom—having come, it was said, from a country
over the sea named ‘Norrowa’—and had laid it
‘waste, for though he did not actually kill or devour,
he tore down trees, trampled crops, and terrified
every one that came in his way, as the king had said.
And when begged to have mercy and to return to his
own country, he roared out with a voice between the
voice of a man and the bellow of a bull, that he would
leave them.in peace once the king gave him his
daughter in marriage.

« Messenger after messenger had been sent to the
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palace to entreat for assistance. Soldiers in numbers
had been despatched to seize the monster and impri-
sonhim. But it was no use—he was not to be caught.
Nothing would content him but the promise of the
Princess; and as it was of course plain that he was
not a common bull, but a creature endowed with
magical power, the country-people’s fear of him was
unbounded. They threatened to rise in revolution
unless some means were found of ridding them of
their terrible visitor. Then the king called together
the wisest of his counsellors, and finding force of no
avail, they determined to try cunning. The giving
the Princess was not to be thought of, but a pretty
girl about her age and size—the gardener’s daughter,
the same whom the Princess had found weeping over
her fate—was chosen, dressed in one of her royal
mistress’s beautiful robes, and a message sent to the
bull that his request was to be granted. He came.
All round, the castle was protected by soldiers,
though they well knew their power against him was
nothing. The king and queen, feigning to weep over
the loss of their daughter, themselves presented to
him the false Princess. ‘ _

“She was mounted on his back, and off he rushed
with her—up hill, down dale, by rocky ground and
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smooth, across rivers and through forests he rushed,
said the girl, faster and faster, till at last, as evening
fell, he came to & stand and spoke to her for the first
“time. ‘ :

“‘What time of day must it be by this, king's
daughter ?’ he said.

“The girl considered for a moment. Then, forget-
ting her pretended position, she replied thoughtlessly,

“<It must be getting late. About the time that
my father gathers the flowers to adorn the king’s and
queen’s supper table.’

“¢Throw thee once, throw thee twice, throw thee
thrice; roared the bull, each time shaking the girl
roughly, and the last time flinging her off his back.
¢ Shame on thee, gardener’s daughter, and thou wouldst
call thyself a true Princess.’

“ And with that he left her bruised and frightened
out of her wits on the ground, and rushed off by him-
self whither she knew not. And it was not till two
days later that the unfortunate gardener’s daughter
found her way home, glad enough, one may be sure,
to be again there in safety.

“In the meantime the ravages and terrors caused
by the terrible bull had begun again, and, as before,
messengers came incessantly to the king entreating
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him to find some means of protecting his unfortunate
subjects. And the king and queen were half beside
themselves with anxiety. Only one thing they were
determined on—nothing must be told to the Princess.
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CHAPTER IX.

THE BROWN BULL—(Continued).

¢ And she
Told them an old-world history.”
MATTHEW ARNOLD.

“ ¢ SHE is so courageous,” said the queen, ¢ there is no
knowing what she might not do.’

«¢She is so kind-hearted,’ said the king; ‘she
might imagine it her duty to sacrifice herself to our
people. :

“ And the poor king and queen wept copiously at
the mere thought, and all the ladies and attendants
of the Princess were ordered on no account to let a
breath of the terrible story be heard by her. Yet,
after all, it so happened that her suspicions were
aroused afresh by the sight this time of the weeping
Bruna. For nothing else could be suggested than
again to try to deceive the monster; and Bruna, a
still prettier girl than the gardener’s daughter, was
this time chosen to represent the Princess. But all
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happened as before. The brown bull rushed off with
his prize, the whole day the unfortunate Bruna was
shaken on his back, and again, as night began to fall,
he stopped at the same spot.

“ ¢ What time must it be by this, king’s daughter ?’
he asked.

“ Foolish Bruna, thankful to have a moment’s rest,
answered hastily,

“¢0O brown bull, it must be getting late, and I am
sorely tired. It must be about the time that my
mother takes all the eggs that have been laid in the
day to the king’s kitchen.’

“¢Throw thee .once, throw thee twice, throw thee
thrice,’ roared the bull, each time shaking the hen-
wife’s daughter roughly, at the end flinging her to the
ground. ‘Shame on thee, thou henwife’s daughter,
to call thyself a true Princess.’

“ And with that off he rushed, furious, and from
that day the ravages and the terrors began again, and
Bruna found her way home, bruised a.nd weeping, to
tell her story. :

“This was the tale now related to the Princess, and
as she listened a strange look of determination and
courage came over her face.

“‘There is but one thing to be done,’ she said.
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¢It is childish to attempt to deceive a creature who
is evidently not what he seems. Let me go myself,
my parents. Trust me to do my best. And, at
worst, if I perish, it will be in a good cause. Better
it should be so than that our people should be driven
from their homes, the whole country devastated, and
all its happiness destroyed.’

' “The king and queen-had no answer to give but
their tears. But the Princess remained firm, and they
found themselves obliged to do as she directed. A
messenger was sent to the monster to inform him,
for the third time, that his terms were to be agreed
to, and the rest of the day was spent in the palace in
weeping and lamentation.

“ Only, strange to say, the Princess shed no tears.
She seemed as cheerful as usual ; she played with her
golden balls, and endeavoured to comfort her sorrow-
ful parents, and was so brave and hopeful that in
spite of themselves ths poor king and queen could
not help feeling a little comforted.

“ It is a good sign that she has neverleft off play-
ing with her balls,’ they said to each other. ‘Who
knows but what the fairy’s prediction may be true,
and that in some way the balls may be the means of
saving her?’
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“¢They and my wits,’ said the Princess, laughing,
for she had often been told of the fairy’s saying,

“ And the king and queen and all the ladies and
gentlemen of the court looked at her in astonishment,
admiring her courage, but marvelling at her having
the spirit to laugh at such a moment.

“ The next morning, at the usual time, the terrible
visitor made his appearance. He came slowly up to
the castle courtyard and stood at the great entrance,
tossing his enormous head with impatience. But he
was not kept waiting long; the doors were flung
open, and at the top of the flight of steps leading down -
from them appeared the young Princess, pale but
resolute, her fair hair floating over her shoulders, her
golden balls flashing as she slowly walked down the
steps, tossing them as she went. And, unlike the
false princesses, she was dressed entirely in black,
without a single jewel or ornament of any kind—
nothing but her balls, and her hair caught the sun-
light as she passed. There were no soldiers this
time, no crowd of weeping friends ; the grief of the
king and queen was now too real to be shown, and
the Princess had asked that there should be no one
to see her go.

“The brown bull stood still as a lamb for her to

M
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mount, and then at a gentle pace he set off. The
Princess had no need to catch hold of his horns to
keep herself from falling, his step was so even. And
all along as she rode she threw her balls up softly in
the air, catching them as they fell. But the brown
bull spoke not a word.

“On and on they went ; the sun rose high in the
heavens and poured down on the girl’s uncovered head
the full heat of his rays. But just as she began to
feel it painfully, they entered a forest, where the green
shade of the summer trees made a pleasant shelter.
And when they came out from the forest again on
the other side the sun was declining; before long he
had sunk below the horizon, evening was at hand.
And as before, the brown bull stopped.

“¢King’s daughter, he said, in a voice so gentle,
though deep, that the Princess started with surprise,
*what hour must it be by this? Tell me, king’s
daughter, I pray.’

“¢<Brown bull, replied the Princess, without a
moment’s hesitation, for those who have nothing to
conceal are fearless and ready ; ‘brown bull, ‘it is
getting late. By now must the king and queen, my
father and mother, be sitting down to their solitary
supper and thinking of me, for at this hour I was used
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to hasten to them, throwing my pretty balls as I
went.

«¢I thank thee, thou true Princess,’ said the bull
in the same tone, and he hastened on.

« And ere long the night fell, and the poor Princess
was 8o tired and sleepy, that without knowing it her
pretty head drooped lower and lower, and at last she
lay fast asleep on the bull’s broad back, her fair head
resting between his horns.

“ She slept so soundly that she did not notice when
he stopped, only she had a strange dream. Some one
lifted her gently and laid her on a couch, it seemed to
her, and a kind voice whispered in her ear, ¢ Good-
night, my fair Princess.’ _

“ But it must have been a dream, she said to herself.
How could a bull have arms to lift her, or how could
a rough, ferocious creature like him be so gentle and
kind 2 It must have been a dream, for when she
awoke she saw the great monster standing beside her
on his four legs as usual ; yet it was strange, for she
found herself 1ying on a delicious mossy couch, and
the softest and driest moss had been gathered together
for a pillow, and beside her a cup of fresh milk and a
cake of oaten bread were lying for her breakfast.
How had all this been done for her ? she asked hex-
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gelf, as she ate with a very good appetite, for she had
had no food since the morning before. She began to
think the bull not so bad after all, and to wonder if
it was to Fairyland he was going to take her. And
as she thought this to herself she threw her balls,
which were lying beside her, up into the air, and the
morning sun caught their sparkle and seemed to send
it dancing back again on to her bright fair hair. And
a sudden fancy seized her.

«¢ Catch,” she said to the bull, throwing a ball at
him as she spoke. He tossed his head, and to her
surprise the ball was caught on one of his horns,

“ ¢ Catch, she said again, and he had caught the
second.

“¢Catch,’ & third time. The great creature caught
it in his mouth like a dog, and brought it gently to
the Princess and laid it at her feet. She took it and
half timidly stroked his head ; and no one who had
seen the soft pathetic look which crept into his large
round eyes would have believed in his being the
cruel monster he had been described. He did not
speak, he seemed without the power to do so now,
but by signs he made the Princess understand it was
time to continue their journey, and she mounted his
back as before.
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“ All that day the bull travelled on, but the Prin- -
cess was now getting accustomed to her strange steed,
and felt less tired and frightened. And when the
sun grew hot the bull was sure to find a sheltered
path, where the trees shaded her from the glare, and
when the road was rough he went the more slowly,
that she should not be shaken. ‘

“Late in the evening the Princess heard a far-off
rushing sound, that as they went seemed to grow
louder and louder.

“¢*What is that, brown bull ?’ she asked, feeling
somehow a little frightened.

“The brown bull raised his head and looked round
him. Yes, the sun had sunk, he might speak. And
in the same deep voice he answered,

«¢The sea, king’s daughtei', the sea that is to bear
you and me to my country of Norrowa.”

« ¢ And how shall we cross it, brown bull ?’ she said.

“¢ Have no fear,” he replied. ‘ Lay down your head
and shut your eyes, and no harm will come near you.'

“The Princess did as he bade her. She heard the
roar of the waves come nearer and nearer, a cold
wind blew over her face, and she felt at last that her
huge steed had plunged into the water, for it splashed
on to her hand, which was hanging downwards, and
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then she heard him, with a gasp and a snort, strike
out boldly. The Princess drew herself up on the
bull’s back as closely as she could; she had no wish
to get wet. But she was not frightened. She grew
accustomed to the motion of her great steed’s swim-
ming, and as she kept her eyes fast shut she did not
see how near she was to the water, and felt as if in a
peaceful dream. And after a while the feeling be-
came reality, for she fell fast asleep and dreamt she
was in her little turret chamber, listening to the wind
softly blowing through the casement. :
“When she awoke she was alone. She was lying
on a couch, but this time not of moss, but of the
richest and softest silk. She rubbed her eyes and
looked about her. Was she in her father’s castle ?
Had her youth and her courage softened the monster’s
heart, and made him carry her back again to her
happy home? For a moment she thought it must
be so; but no, when she looked again, none of the
rooms in her old home were so beautiful as this one
where she found herself. Not even her mother’s
_ great saloon, which she had always thought so mag-
nificent, was to be compared with it. It was not
very large, but it was more like Fairyland than any-
thing she had ever dreamt of. The loveliest flowers
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were trained against the walls, here and there foun-
tains of delicately scented waters refreshed the air,
the floor was covered with carpets of the richest hues
and the softest texture, There were birds singing
among the flowers, gold and silver fish sporting in the
marble basins—it was a perfect fairy’s bower. The
Princess sat up and looked about her, There was no
one to be seen, not a sound but the dropping of the
fountains and the soft chatter of the birds. The
Princess admired it all exceedingly, but she was very
hungry, and as her long sleep had completely refreshed
her, she felt no longer inclined to lie still. So she
crossed the room to where a curtain was hanging,
which she thought perhaps concealed a door. She
drew aside the curtain, the door behind was already
open; she found herself in & second room, almost as
beautiful as the first, and lighted in the same way
with coloured lamps hanging from the roof. And to
her great delight, before her was a table already laid
for supper with every kind of delicious fruit and
bread, and cakes, and everything that a young Prin-
cess could desire. She was so hungry that she at
once sat down to the table, and then she perceived
to her surprise that it was laid for two |

“¢Can the bull be coming to sup with me ?’ she
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said to herself, half laughing at the idea. .And she
added aloud, ¢ Come if you like, Mr. Bull ; I find your
house very pretty, and I thank you for your hospi-
tality.’

“ And as she said the words, a voice which somehow
seemed familiar to her, replied,

«¢T thank you, gracious Princess, for your permis-
sion. Without it I could not have entered your
presence as I do now,’ and looking up, she saw,
coming in by another door that she had not noticed,
a most unexpected visitor.

“Tt was not the bull, it was a young Prince such as
our pretty Princess, who was not without her day-
dreams, like other young girls, had sometimes pictured
to herself as coming on a splendid horse, with his
followers around him in gallant attire, to ask her of
her parents. He was well made and manly, with a
bright and pleasant expression, and dressed, of course,
to perfection. The Princess glanced at her plain
black robe in vexation, and her fair face flushed.

¢“T knew not,’ she began. ‘I thought I should
see no one but the brown bull’

“The Prince laughed merrily. He was in good
spirits naturally, as any one would be who, after
being forced for ten years to wear a frightful and
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hideous disguise, and to behave like a rough and
surly bull, instead of like a well-born gentleman,
should suddenly find himself in his own pleasant
person again.

« ¢T was the bull, he said, ‘ but you, Princess, have
transformed me. How can I ever show you my
gratitude ¥’

“‘You owe me none, said the Princess gently.
“What I did was to save my parents and their people.
If it has served you in good stead, that for me is
reward enough. But,’ she added, ‘I wish I had
brought some of my pretty dresses with me. It must
look so rude to you to have this ugly black one.’

“The Prince begged her not to trouble herself about
such a trifle—to him she was beautiful as the day in
whatever attire she happened to be. And then they
ate their supper with a good appetite, though it
seemed strange to the Princess to be quite without
attendants, sitting alone at table with a young man
whom she had never seen before.

“ And after supper a new idea struck her.

“¢Catch,” she said, drawing the first ball out of the
little pocket in the front of her dress, where she al-
ways carried her balls, and flinging it across the
table to the Prince with her usual skill, not breaking
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a glass or bending a leaf of the flowers with which
the dishes were adorned.

“In an instant the Prince had caught it, and as
she sent off the second, crying again Catch,’ he
returned her the first, leaving his hand free for the
third. :

“‘Yes, said the Princess, after continuing this
game for a little while. ‘Yes, I see that you are a
true Prince,’ for strange to say, he was as skilful at
her game as she was herself.

“And they played with her balls for a long time,

_throwing them higher and higher without ever missing,
and laughing with pleasure, like two merry children.

“ Then suddenly the Prince started from his seat,
and his face grew sad and grave.

“‘I must go,” he said; ‘my hour of liberty is
over.

“¢Go ?” said the Princess in surprise and distress,
for she had found the Prince a very pleasant com-
panion. ‘You must go? and leave me alone here ?’

“¢ She looked as if she were going to cry, and the
Prince looked as if he were going to cry too.

«¢Alas, Princess!’ he said, ‘in my joy for the
moment, I had almost forgotten my sad fate;” and
then he went on to explain to her that for many



THE BROWN BULL OF NORROWA. 17

years past he had been under a fairy spell, the work
of an evil fairy who had vowed to revenge herself on
his parents for some fancied insult to her. He had
been forced to take the form of a bull and to spread
terror wherever he went; and the power of this spell
was to continue till he should meet with a beautiful
Princess who of her own free will would return with
him to his country and treat him with friendliness,
both of which conditions had been now fulfilled.

“¢Then all is right !’ exclaimed the Princess joy-
fully. ¢Why should you look so sad ?’

“< Alas! no,” repeated the Prince, ¢the spell is but
partly broken. I have only power to regain my
natural form for three hours every evening after sun-
set. And for three years more must it be so. Then,
if your goodness continues so long, all will indeed be
right. But during that time it will be necessary for
you to live alone, except for the three hours I can
pass with you, in this enchanted palace of mine. No
harm will befall you, all your wants will be supplied
by invisible hands; but for a young and beautiful
Princess like you, it will be a sad trial, and one that I
feel I have no right to ask your consent to.’

“<And can nothing be done ?’ said the Princess,
¢ nothing to shorten your endurance of the spell 2’
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“¢Nothing,’ said the Prince, sadly. ‘Any effort
to do so would only cause fearful troubles. I drop
my hated skin at sunset, but three hours later I must
resume it.’

“ He glanced towards the corner of the room where,
though the Princess had not before observed it, the
brown bull’s skin lay in a heap.

“¢ Hateful thing!’ said the Princess, clenching her
pretty hands, ‘ I would like to burn it.’

“ The Prince grew pale with fright. ¢ Hush! Prin-
cess, he said. ¢Never breathe such words. Any
rash act would have the most fearful consequences.’

“¢What ?’ said the Princess, curiously.

“The Prince came nearer her and said in a low
voice, ¢ For me they would be such. In such a case
I might too probably never see you more.

“The Princess blushed. Considering that he had
spent ten years as a bull, it seemed to her that the
Prince’s manners were really not to be found fault
with, and she promised him that she would consider
the matter over, and by the next evening tell him
her decision. '

“She felt rather inclined to cry when she found
herself again quite alone in the great strange palace,
for she was only sixteen, even though so brave and
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cheerful. But still she had nothing whatever to com-
plain of. Not a wish was formed in her heart but it
was at once fulfilled, for this power was still the
Prince’s. She found, in what was evidently intended
for her dressing-room, everything a young Princess
could possibly desire in the shape of dresses, each
more lovely than the others; shoes of silk or satin,
exquisitely embroidered to suit her various costumes ;
laces and shawls, ribbons and feathers, and jewels of
every conceivable kind in far greater abundance than
so sensible a young lady found at all necessary. But
believing all these-pretty things to be provided to
please her by the Prince’s desire, she endeavoured to
amuse herself with them, and found it rather inte-
resting for the first time in her life to have to choose
for herself. Her breakfasts and dinners, and. every-
thing conceivable in the shape of delicate and delicious
food, appeared whenever she wished for anything of
the kind ; invisible hands opened the windows and
shut the doors, lighted the lamps when the evening
closed in, arranged her long fair hair more skilfully
than any mortal maid, and brushed it softly when
at night she wished to have it unfastened. Books
in every language to interest her, for the Princess
had been well taught, appeared on the tables, also
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materials for painting and for embroidery, in which
she was very clever. Altogether it was impossible to
- complain, and the next day passed pleasantly enough,
though it must be confessed the young Princess
often found herself counting the hours till it should
be that of sunset.

“ Punctual to the moment the Prince made his
appearance, but to his guest’s distress he seemed
careworn and anxious,

“ < Has some new misfortune threatened you 2’ she
asked. '

“¢No,” replied the Prince, ‘but I have to-day
scarcely been able to endure my anxiety to learn
your decision. Never in all these terrible years has
my suffering been greater, never have I so loathed
the hideous disguise in which I am compelled to live.’

“Tears filled the Princess’s eyes. Had anything
been wanting to decide her, the deep pity which she
now felt for the unfortunate Prince would have done
80.

“¢T have decided !’ she exclaimed. ‘Three years
will soon pass, and I shall be well able to amuse
myself with all the charming things with which I am
surrounded. Besides, I shall see you every day, and
the looking forward to that will help to cheer me.’
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“ It would be impossible to tell the Prince’s delight.
He became at once as gay and lively as the day
before. The Princess and he had supper together,
and amused themselves afterwards with the enchanted
balls, and the evening passed so quickly that the
Princess could hardly believe more than one hour
instead of three had gone, when he started up, saying
his time was over. It was sad to see him go, forced,
through no fault of his own, to return to his hated
disguise; but still it was with a lightened heart that
the poor brown bull went tramping about during the
next one-and-twenty hours.

“ And on her side the Princess’s lonely hours were
cheered by the thought that she was to be the means
of freeing him from the power of the terrible spell,
for all that she saw of him only served to increase
her sympathy and respect.

“So time went on. The Princess got more and
more accustomed to her strange life, and every day
more attached to the Prince, who on his side could
not do enough to prove to her his gratitude. For
many weeks he never failed to enter her presence the
instant the sun had sunk below the horizon, and the
three hours they spent together made amends to both
for the loneliness of the rest of the day. And when-
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ever the Princess felt inclined to murmur, she renewed
her patience and courage by the thought of how
much harder to bear was the Prince’s share of the
trial. She was allowed to remain in peaceful security,
and to employ her time in pleasant and interesting
ways; while he was forced to rove the world as a
hateful monster, shunned by any of the human race
whom he happened to meet, constantly exposed to
fatigue and privation.

“Sometimes they spent a part of the evening in the
beautiful gardens surrounding the palace. There, one
day, as sunset was approaching, the Princess had
betaken herself to wait the Prince’s drrival, when a
sad shock met her. It was past the usual hour of
his coming. Several times she had wandered up and
down the path by which he generally approached the
castle, tossing her balls as she went, for more than
once he had seen their glitter from a distance, and
known by it that she was waiting. But this evening
she waited and watched in vain, and at last, a strange
anxiety seizing her, she turned towards the castle to
see if possibly he had entered from the other side,
and was hurrying back when a low moan reached her
ears, causing her heart for an instant almost to leave
off beating with terror.



THE END OF THE BROWN BULL. 177

CHAPTER X.

TIE END OF THE BROWN BULL,

¢¢ ¢ And happy they ever lived after’'—
Yes, that was the end of the tale.”

“THE Princess collected her courage, and turned in
the direction of the sound. It seemed to come from
a little thicket of close-growing bushes near which
she had been passing. For a minute or two she
could distinguish nothing, but another moan guided
her in the right direction, and there, to her horror
and distress, she saw 4he poor Prince lying on the
ground, pale and death-like. At first she thought he
was without consciousness, but when she hastened
up to him with a cry, he opened his eyes.

“¢Ah!’ he said, faintly ; ‘I never thought I should
have escaped alive. How good of you to have come
to seek for me, Princess; otherwise I might have
died here without seeing you again.’

“¢But you must not die,’ said the Princess, weep-
ing; ¢can nothing be done for you ?’

N
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“He tried to sit up, and when the Princess had
fetched him some water from one of the numerous
springs in the garden, he seemed better. But his
right arm was badly injured.

“‘How did it happen ?’ asked the Princess. ‘I
thought no mortal weapon had power to hurt you.
That has been my only consolation through these
lonely days of waiting.’

“¢You are right,’ replied the Prince; ‘as a bull
nothing can injure me, but in my own form I am in
no way magically preserved. All day long I have
been chased by hunters, who saw in me, I suppose, a
valuable prize. I was terrified of the hour of sunset
arriving and finding me far from home. I used my
utmost endeavour to reach this in time, but, alas! I
was overcome with fatigue, from which no spell pro-
tects me. At the entrance to these gardens I saw the
sun disappear, and I fell exhausted, just as an arrow
struck my right arm at the moment of my transfor-
mation. All I could do was to crawl in among these
bushes, and here I have lain, thankful to escape from
my persecutors, and most thankful te the happy
thought, Princess, which brought you this way.’

“The Princess, her eyes still full of tears, helped
him to the palace, where she bound up his arm and
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tended him carefully, for, young as she was, she had
learnt many useful acts of this kind in her father’s
castle. The wound was not a very serious one; the
Prince was suffering more from exhaustion and
fatigue.

“¢1f I could spend a day or two here in peace,” he
said sadly, ‘I should quickly recover. But, alas!
that is impossible. I must submit to my cruel fate.
But this night I must confine my wanderings to the
forests in this neighbourhood, where, perhaps, I may
be able to hide from the huntsmen, who, no doubt,
will be watching for me.’

“He sighed heavily, and the Princess’s heart grew
very sad. - :

~ ««T have little more than an hour left, he said.

“¢Yes, said the Princess, sleep if you can; I will
not disturb you.’

“ And when she saw that he had fallen asleep she
went into the other room, where in a corner lay the
bull’s skin, which the Prince had dragged behind him
from the spot where it had fallen off as the sun sank.

“ The Princess looked at it with a fierce expression,
very different to the usual gentle look in her pretty
eyes. ' -~
“¢Hateful thing!’ she said, giving it a kick with
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her little foot; ‘I wonder how I could get rid of y:
Even if the Prince did risk never seeing me again
am not sure but that it would be better for him th
to lead this dreadful life.’

“ And as her fancy pictured her poor Prince force
in this monstrous disguise to wander about all nig
tired and shelterless, her indignation rose beyond
control. She forgot where she was, she forgot t
magic power that surrounded her, she forgot ever
thing except her distress and anxiety.

“ Hateful thing!’ she repeated, giving the sk
another kick ; ‘I wish you were burnt to cinders.’

“Hardly had she said the words when a sudd
noise like a clap of thunder shook the air; a flash
lightning seemed to glance past her and alight on t
skin, which in an instant shrivelled up to a cind
like a burnt glove. Too startled at first to knc
whether she should rejoice or not, the Princess gaz
at her work in bewilderment, when a voice of anguis
but, alas! a well-known voice, made her turn rour
It was the Prince, hastening from the palace with :
expression half of anger half of sorrowful reproach
his face.

«¢O Princess, Princess,’ he cried, ‘ what have y
done? But a little more patience and all mig
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have been well. And now I know not if I shall ever
see you again.’

“¢O Prince, forgive me, I did not mean it/
sobbed the poor Princess. ‘I will see you again, and
all shall yet be well

“Seek for me across the hill of ice a.nd the sea of
glass,’ said the Prince; but almost before the words
had passed his lips a second thunderclap, louder and
more terrific than the first, was heard. The Princess
sank half fainting on the ground. 'When she again
opened her eyes, Prince, palace, everything had dis-
appeared. She was alone, quite alone, on a barren
moorland, night coming on, and a cold cutting wind
freezing the blood in her veins. And she was clothed
in the plain black dress with which she had made
her strange journey riding on the brown bull

“ It must be a dream, she thought, a terrible dream,
and she shut her eyes again. But no, it was no .
dream, and soon her courage revived, and she began
to ask herself what she should do.

“‘Seek me beyond the hill of ice and the sea of
glass,’ the Prince had said ; and she rose up to begin
her weary jeurney. As she rose her hand came in
contact with something hard in the folds of her dress;
it was her golden balls, With the greatest delight
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she took them out of her pocket and looked at them.
They were as bright and beautiful as ever, and the
fairy’s prophecy returned to the Princess’s mind.

“«With my balls and my ready wit 1 shall yet
conquer the evil powers that are against my poor
Prince,’ she said to herself cheerfully. Courage! all
will be well.”

“But there were sore trials to go through in the
first place. The Princess set off on her journey.
She had to walk many weary miles across the moor,
the cold wind blowing in her face, the rough ground
pricking her tender feet. But she walked on and on
till at last the morning broke and she saw a road
before her, bordered on one side by a forest of trees,
for she had reached the extreme edge of the moor.
She had gone but a little way when she came to a
small and miserable hovel, from which issued feeble
sounds of distress, The Princess went up to the door
and looked in—a very old woman sat huddled up in
a corner weeping and lamenting herself.

« “What isthe matter, my friend ? asked the Princess.

“<Matter enough,’ replied the old woman. <I
cannot light my fire, and I am bitterly cold. Either
the sticks are wet, or the strength has gone out of
my poor old arms.’
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“¢Let me help you,’ said the Princess. ‘My arms
are strong enough.’

“She took the sticks and arranged them cleverly in
the fireplace, and just as she was choosing two of the
driest to Tub together to get a light, one of her balls
dropped out of her pocket. It fell on to the piled-up
wood, and immediately a bright flame danced up the
chimney. The Princess picked up her ball and put
it back in her pocket, cheered and encouraged by this
proof of their magic power. The old woman came
near to the fire, and stretched out her withered hands
to the blaze.

““What can I do for you, my pretty lady,” she
said, ‘in return for your good nature?’

“¢Give me a cup of milk to refresh me for my
journey,’” said the Princess. ‘And perhaps, too, you
can tell me something about my journey. Are the
hill of ice and the sea of glass anywhere in this neigh-
bourhood ?’

“The old woman smiled and nodded her head two
or three times.

“¢Seven days must you travel, she said, ‘before
you see them. At the foot of the hill of ice lies the
sea of glass. No mortal foot unaided has ever crossed
the one or ascended the other. Here, take these
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shoes—with them you can safely walk over the sea
of glass, and with this staff you can mount the hill
of ice,” and as she spoke she handed to the Princess
a pair of curiously carved wooden shoes and a short
sharp-pointed stick. The Princess took them grate-
fully, and would have thanked the old woman, whom
she now knew to be a fairy, but she stopped her.
“¢Think not,’ she said, ‘ that your difficulties will be
over when you have reached the summit of the hill
of ice. But all I can do for you more is to give you
this nut, which you must open in your moment of
sorest perplexity.

“ And as the Princess held out her hand for the nut
the old woman had disappeared.

“ But refreshed and encouraged the Princess left the
cottage, carrying with her her three gifts, and pre-
pared to face all the perils of her journey with an
undaunted heart.

“It would be impossible to describe all she went
through during the seven days which passed before
she reached the sea of glass. She saw some strange
and wonderful sights, for in those days the world was
very different from what it is now. She was often
tired and hungry, thankful for a cup of milk or crust
of bread from those she happened to meet on the way,
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But her courage never failed her, and at last, on the
morning of the eighth day, she saw shining before her
in the sunlight the great silent sea of glass of which
she had been told. .

“It would have been hopeless to attempt to cross it
without fairy aid, for it was polished more brightly
than any mirror, and so hard that no young Princess’s
bones could have borne a fall on its cruel surface.
But with the magic shoes there was less than no
difficulty, for no sooner had the Princess slipped her
feet into them than they turned into skates, and very
wonderful skates, for they possessed the power of
enabling their wearer to glide along with the greatest
swiftness. The Princess had never skated in her life,
and she was delighted.

“‘Next to flying, she said to herself, ‘nothing
could be pleasanter,’ and she was almost sorry when
her skim across the sea of glass'was over, and she
found herself at the foot of the hill of ice.

“She looked upwards with something like despair.
It was a terrible ascent to attempt, fot the mountain
was all but straight, so steep were its sides of hard,
clear, sparkling ice. The Princess looked at her feet,
the magic shoes had already disappeared ; she looked
at the staff she still held in her hand—how could a
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stick help her up such a mountain? and half impa-
tiently, half hopelessly, she threw it from her. In-
stantly it stretched itself out, growing wider and
wider, the notches in the wood expanding, till it had
taken the shape of a roughly-made ladder of irregular
steps, hooked on to the ice by the sharp spike at its
end, and the Princess, ashamed of her discouragement,
mounted up the steps without difficulty, and as she
reached the top one, of itself the ladder pushed up
before her, so that she could mount straight up with-
out hesitation.

“She stepped forward bravely. It took along time,
even though she had the fairy aid, and by the time
she reached the top of the hill night had fallen, and
but for the light of the stars, she would not have
known where to step. A long plain stretched before
her—no trees or bushes even broke the wide expanse.
There was no shelter of any kind, and the Princess
found herself obliged to walk on and on, for the wind
was very cold, and she dared not let herself rest. This

~ night and the next day were the hardest part of all

the journey, and seemed even more so, because the
Princess had hoped that the sea of glass and the hill
of ice were to be the worst of her difficulties. More
than once she was tempted to crack the nut, the last
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of the old woman’s presents, but she refrained, saying
to herself she might yet be in greater need, and she
walked on and on, though nearly dead with cold and
fatigue, till late in the afternoon. Then at last, far
before her still, she saw gleaming the lights of a city,
and, encouraged by the sight, she gathered her courage
together and pressed on, till, at the door of a little
cottage at the outskirts of the town, she sank down
with fatigue. An old woman, with a kind face, came
out of the house and invited her to enter and rest.

““You look sorely tired, my child, she said.
‘Have you travelled far ?’

“¢Ah yes! replied the poor Princess, ‘very far.
I am nearly dead with fatigue ; and indeed she looked
very miserable. Her beautiful fair hair was all tum-
bled and soiled, her poor little feet were scratched
and blistered, her black dress torn and draggled—
she looked far more like a beggar-maiden than like a
princess. But yet, her pretty way of speaking and
gentle manners showed she was not what she seemed,
and when she had washed her face and combed her
hair, the old woman looked at her with admiration.

«¢’Tig a pity you have not a better dress,’ she said,
“for then you could have gone with me to see the
rejoicings in the town for the marriage of our Prince.’
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“¢Is your Prince to be married to-day ?’ asked the
Princess.

“¢ No, not to-day—to-morrow, said the old woman.
‘But the strange thing is that it is not yet known
who is to be his bride. The Prince has only lately
returned to his home, for, for many years, he has been
shut up by a fairy spell in & beautiful palace in the
north, and now that the spell is broken and he is
restored to his parents, they are anxious to see him
married. But he must still be under a spell of some
kind, they say, for though he has all that heart can
wish, he is ever sad and silent, and as if he were
thinking of something far away. And he has said
that he will marry no princess but one who can catch
three golden balls at a time, as if young princesses
were brought up to be jugglers! Nevertheless, all
the princesses far and wide have been practising
their best at catching balls, and to-morrow the great
feasts are to begin, and she who catches best is to be
chosen out of all the princesses as the bride of our
Prince.’

“The poor Princess listened with a beating heart to
the old woman’s talk. There could be no doubt as
to who the Prince of this country was.

“¢]I have come but just in time, she said to her-

|
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self, and then she rose, and thanking her hostess for
her kindness, said she must be going.

“‘But where are you going, you poor child ?’ said
the old woman. ‘You look far too tired to go far-
ther, and for two or three days all these rejoicings will
make the country unpleasant for a young girl to travel
through alone. Stay with me till you are rested.’

“The Princess thanked her with tears in her eyes
for her kindness. ‘I have nothing to reward you
with,” she said, ‘but-some day I may be able to do
so,” and then she thankfully accepted her offer.

“¢ And to-morrow, said the old woman, ‘ you must
smarten yourself up as well as you can, and then we
shall go out to see the gay doings.’

“ But the Princess lay awake allnight thinking what
she should do to make herself known to her faithful
Prince.

“The next day the old woman went out early to
hear all about the festivities. She came back greatly
excited.

“¢Come quickly,’ she said. “The crowd is so great
that no one will notice your poor clothes. And,
indeed, among all the pretty girls there will be none
prettier than you,” she added, looking admiringly at
the Princess, who had arranged her beautiful hair
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and brushed her soiled dress, and who looked sweeter
than ever now that she was rested and refreshed.
‘There are three princesses who have come to the
feast, she went on, ‘the first from the south, the
second from the east, the third from the west, each
more beautiful than another, the people say. The
trial of the golden balls is to be in the great hall of
the palace, and a friend of mine has promised me a
place at one of the windows which overlook it, so
that we can see the whole;’ and the Princess, feeling as
if she were in a dream, rose up to accompany the old
woman, her balls and her precious nut in her pocket.

“They made their way through the crowd and
placed themselves at the window, as the old woman
had said. The Princess looked down at the great
hall below, all magnificently decorated and already
filled with spectators. Suddenly the trumpet sounded,
and the Prince in whose honour was all the rejoicing
entered. At sight of him—her own Prince indeed,
but looking so strangely pale and sad that she would
hardly have recognised him—the Princess could not
restrain a little cry.

“<What is it ?’ said the old woman.

“¢ A passer-by trod on my foot,’ said the Princess,
fearful of attracting attention, And the old woman
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said no more, for at this moment another blast of
trumpets announced the arrival of the princesses,
who were to make the trial of the balls, The -first
was tall and dark, with raven tresses and brilliant,
flashing eyes. She was dressed in & robe of rich
maize colour, and as she took her place on the dais
she looked round her, as if to say, ¢ Who can compete
with me in beauty or in skill?” And she was the
Princess of the south,

“The second was also tall, and her hair was of a
deep rich brown, and her eyes were sparkling and her
cheeks rosy. She was dressed in bright pink, and
laughed as she came forward, as if sure of herself and
her attractions. And she was the Princess of the east.

“The third moved slowly, and as if she cared little
what was thought of her, so confident was she of her
pre-eminence. She wore a blue robe, and ber face
was pale and her eyes cold, though beautiful. And
her bair had a reddish tinge, but yet she too was
beautiful. And she was the Princess of the west.

“The Prince bowed low to each, but no smile lit up
his grave face, and his glance rested but an instant
on each fair Princess as she approached.

“¢ Are these ladies all ?’ he asked, in a low voice,
as if expecting yet more. And when the answer
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came, ‘ Yes, these are all,’ a still deeper melancholy
settled on his face, and he seemed indifferent to all
about him,

“Then the trial began. The Prince had three
golden balls, one of which he offered to each Princess.
They took them, and each threw one back to him.
Then one after another, as quick as lightning, he
threw all three to the yellow Princess. She caught
them all and threw them back; again he returned
them, but the first only, reached her hand, the second
and third fell to the ground, and with another low
bow the Prince turned from her, and her proud face
grew scarlet with anger. The pink Princess fared no
better. She was laughing so, as if to show her con-
fidence, that she missed the third ball, even at the
first throw, and when the Prince turned also from her
she laughed again, though this time her laughter was
not all mirth. Then the cold blue Princess came
forward. She caught the balls better, but at the third
throw, one of them rising higher than the others, she
would not trouble herself to stretch her arm out
farther, so it fell to the ground, and as the Prince
turned from her likewise, a great silence came over
the crowd.

“Suddenly a cry arose. ‘A fourth Princess,’ the
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people shouted,. and the old woman up at the
window was so eager to see the new-comer that she
did not notice that her companion had disappeared.
She had watched the failure of the two first Princesses,
then seeing what was coming she had quietly made her
way through the crowd to a hidden corner behind the
great pillars of the hall. There, her hands trembling
with eagerness, she drew forth from the magic nut,
which she had cracked with her pretty teeth, a
wonderful fairy robe of spotless white. In an instant
her black dress was thrown to her feet, and the white
garment, which fitted her as if by magic, had taken
its place. Never was Princess dressed in such a
hurry, but never was toilette more successful. And
as the cry arose of ¢ A fourth Princess’ she made her
way up the hall. From one end to the other she
came, rapidly making her way through the crowd,
which cleared before her in surprise and admiration,
for as she walked she threw before her, catching them
ever as she went, her golden balls, Her fair hair
floated on her shoulders, her white robe gleamed like
snow, her sweet face, flushed with hope and eager-
ness, was like that of a happy child, her eyes saw no-
thing but the one figure standing at the far end of
the hall, the figure of the Prince, who, as the cry
0
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reached his ears, started forward with a hope he hardly
dared encourage, holding out his hands as she came
nearer and yet nearer in joyfulncss of welcome.

“ But she waved him back—then, taking her place
where the other Princesses had stood, she threw her
balls, one, two, three ; in an instant they were caught
by the Prince, and returned to her like flashes of
lightning over and over again, never failing, never
falling, as if attached by invisible cords, till at last a
great cry arose from the crowds, and the Prince led
forward, full in the view of the people, his beautiful
bride, his true Princess.

“Then all her troubles were forgotten, and every
one rejoiced, save perhaps the three unsuccessful
Princesses, who consoled themselves by saying there
was magic in it, and so possibly there was. But
there is more than one kind of magic, and some
kinds, it is to be hoped, the world will never be with-
out. And messengers were sent to summon to the
wedding the father and mother of the Princess, who
all this time had been in doubt and anxiety as to the
fate of their dear child. And the kind old woman
who had sheltered her in her poverty and distress was
not forgotten.”

The voice stopped—for a minute or two the
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children sat silent, not sure if they were to hear any-
thing else. Strangely enough, as the story went on,
it seemed more and more as if it were Marcelline’s
voice that was telling it, and at last Hugh looked up
to see if it was still the white lady, whose knee his
head was resting on. Jeanne too looked up at the
same moment, and both children gave a little cry of
surprise. The white lady had disappeared, and it
was indeed Marcelline who was in her place. The
white room, the white chairs, the white cats, the
spinning-wheel, and the pointed windows, had all
gone, and instead there was old Marcelline with her
knitting-needles gently clicking in a regular way,
that somehow to Hugh seemed mixed up with his
remembrance of the soft whirr of the wheel, her
neatly frilled cap round her face, and her bright dark
eyes smiling down at the children. Hugh felt so
sorry and disappointed that he shut his eyes tight
and tried to go on dreaming, if indeed dreaming it
was. But it was no use. He leant his face against
Marcelline’s soft white apron and tried to fancy it
the fairy lady’s fairy robe; but it was no use. He
had to sit up and look about him.

“Well,” said Marcelline, “ and didn’t you like the
story ?”
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Hugh looked at Jeannme. It couldn’t be a dream
then—there had been a story, for if he had been
asleep, of course he couldn’t have heard it. He said
nothing, however—he waited to see what Jeanne
would say. Jeanne tossed back her head impatiently.

“Of course I liked it,” she said. “It’s a beautiful
story. But, Marcelline, how did you turn into your-
self—awas it you all the time? Why didn’t you leave
us with the white lady ?”

Hugh was so pleased at what Jeanne said that he
didn’t mind a bit about Marcelline having taken the
place of the white lady. Jeanne was the same as he
was—that was all he cared about. He jumped up
eagerly—they were in Jeanne’s room, close to the
fire, and both Jeanne and he had their little red
flannel dressing-gowns on.

“How did these come here?” he said, touching
the sleeve of his own one.

“Yes,” said Jeanne. “And where are our wings,
if you please, Mrs. Marcelline ?”

Marcelline only smiled.

“T went to fetch you,” she said, “and of course I
didn’t want you to catch cold on the way back.”

But that was all they could get her to say, and
then she carried them off to bed, and they both slept
soundly till morning.
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CHAPTER XI

DUDU’S OLD STORY.

¢¢ It was not a story, howewver,
But just of old days that had been.”
CHILD NATUEE.

IT was queer, but so it was. The children said very
little to each other the next day of their new adven-
tures. Only Hugh felt satisfied that this time little
Jeanne had forgotten nothing; daylight Jeanne and
moonlight Jeanne were the same. Yet he had a°
feeling that if he said much about it, if he persisted
in trying to convince Jeanne that he had been right
all through, he might spoil it all. It would be like
seizing the fairy lady’s cobweb threads roughly, and
spoiling them, and finding you had nothing left. He
felt now quite content to let it all be like a' pretty
dream which they both knew about, but which was
not for everyday life.
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Only one impression remained on his mind. He
got the greatest wish to learn to throw balls like the
princess of the Brown Bull story, and for some days
every time they went out, he kept peering in at the
toy-shop windows to see if such a thing as golden
balls was to be had. And at last Jeanne asked him
what he was always looking for, and then he told
her.

She agreed with him that golden balls would be
a very pretty play, but she was afraid such a thing
could not be found.

“They were fairy balls, you know, Chéri,” she
said, gravely.

“Yes,” Hugh replied, “ he knew they were ; he did
not expect such balls as they were, of course, but
still he didn’t see why they might not get some sort
of gold-looking balls. There were red and blue, and
green ones in plenty. He didn’t see why there
should be no gold ones.”

“ Gold is so very dear,” said Jeanne.

“Yes, real gold is, of course,” said Hugh ; <« but
there are lots of things that look like gold that can’t
be real gold—picture frames, and the edges of books,
and lots of other things.”

“Yes,” said Jeanne, “ but still, T don’t see that the
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stuff any of those are made of would do to make
balls of.” '

However, she joined Hugh in the search, and
many & day when they were out they peeped to-
gether not only into the toy-shops, but into the
windows of the queer old curiosity shops, of which,
in the ancient town which was Jeanne’s home, there
were many. And at last one day they told Marcel-
line what it was they were so anxious to find, She
shook her head, There was no such toy in this
country, she said, but she did not laugh at them, or
seem to think them silly. And she advised them to
be content with the prettiest balls they could get,
which were of nice smooth buff-coloured leather, very
well made, and neither too soft nor too hard. And
in the sunlight, said Jeanne, they really had rather a
shiny, goldy look. '

For several days to come these balls were a great
interest to the children. Early and late they were
practising at them, and, with patience and persever-
ance, they before long arrived at a good deal of skill.
Jeanne was the quicker in the first place, but Hugh
was so patient that he soon equalled her, and then
the interest grew still greater.

“T really think, Chéri,” said Jeanne, one evening,
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when they had been playing for a good while,
really think our balls are gefting to be rather 1
fairy ones. Every day they go better and better.”

“Perhaps it is our bands that are getting to
like fairy ones,” said Hugh. “But it is growing
dark to see to play any more.”

They were playing in the tapestry room, for M
celline had told them they would have more sp
there, as it was large, and Hugh’s little bed in -
corner did not take up much room, It was gett
dusk, for the days were not yet very long, thot
winter was almost over, and they had been playin
good while. As Hugh spoke he gave the last bal
final throw high up in the air, higher than usual,
though Jeanne sprang forward to catch it, she mis;
it somehow. It dropped to the ground behind he

“(Q Chéri!” she cried, reproachfully, “ that is -
first time I have missed. Oh dear, where can
ball have gone to ?” '

She stooped down to look for it, and in & min
Hugh was down beside her. They felt all ab¢
creeping on their hands and knees, but the miss
ball was not to be so easily found.

“It must have got behind the tapestry,”
Hugh, pulling back as he spoke, a corner of the ha
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ings close to where he and Jeanne were, which seemed.
loose. And at the same moment both children gave
a little cry of astonishment. Instead of the bare wall
which they expected to see, or to feel rather, behind
the tapestry, a flight of steps met. their view—a rather
narrow flight of steps running straight upwards, with-
out twisting or turning, and lighted from above by a
curious hanging lamp, hanging by long chains from
a roof high up, which they could not see.

“Why, is this a new part of the house?” cried
Hugh. “Jeanne, did you know there were stairs
behind the tapestry ?” -

“ No, of course not,” said Jeanne. “It must be
a part of our house, I suppose, but I never saw it
before. Shall we go up, Chéri, and see where it takes
us to? Perhaps it's another way to the white lady’s
turret, and she’ll tell us another story.”

“No,” said Hugh, “I don’t believe it leads to her
turret, and I don’t think we could find our way there
again. She seemed to mean we could never go again,
I think. But we may as well go up this stair, and
see what we do find, Jeanne.”

And just at that moment a funny thing happened.
They heard a little noise, and looking up, there—
hopping down the stair before them, step by step, as
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if some one had started it from the top, came the lost
ball, or what the children thought the lost ball, for
with an exclamation Hugh darted forward to pick it
up, and held it out to Jeanne. But Jeanne looked at
it with astonishment.

“ Why, Chéri,” she cried, “it’s turned into gold.”
8o it was, or at least into something which looked

just like it.

“ Chéri,” Jeanne went on, her eyes dancing with
excitement, “ I do-believe this is another way into
Fairyland, or into some other queer place like what
we've seen. Come on, quick.”

The children seized hold of each other’s hands,
and, hurried up the stair. The steps were easier to
mount than those of the corkscrew staircase up to the
white lady’s turret, and very soon the children found
themselves at the top of the first flight. There, look-
ing upwards, they could see the roof. It was a sort
of cupola; the chains from which the lamps hung
were fastened to the centre, but the rest of the roof
was of glass, and through it the children saw the sky,
already quite dark, and with innumerable stars dotting
its surface.

“ Come on, Chéri,” said Jeanne; “ I believe this stair
leads out on to the roof of the house.”



DUDU’S OLD STORY. 203

So it did. A door at the top opened as they ran
up the last steps, and a familiar figure stepped out.

« Dudul” exclaimed Jeanne, in a tone of some dis-
appointment.

“Did you not expect to see me?” said the raven.
“ Why, I thought it would amuse you to come up
here and see the stars.”

“So it will,” said Hugh, anxious to make up for |
Jeanne’s abruptness. “ But, you see, we thought—at
least we hoped—we should find some new adventures
up here, especially when the ball hopped down the
stairs, all gold.”

“What did you expect ?” said Dudu, cocking his
head. “ Fairies, I suppose, or enchanted princesses,
or something of that kind. What creatures children
are for wonders, to be sure.”

“ Now, Dudu,” said Jeanne, “you needn't talk
that way. Whether we're fond of wonders or. not,
anyhow it’s you that's given us them to be fond of.
It was you that sent us to the frogs’.country, and all
that, and it was you that took us to hear the white
lady’s story. So you’re not to laugh at us, and you
must find us some more adventures, now you've
brought us up here.”
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“ Adventures don’t grow on every tree, Mademoi-
selle Jeanne,” remarked Dudu.

“Well, Dudus don’t either,” replied Jeanne; “but
as we've got you, you see, it all depends on you to get
us the adventures. I know you can, if you like.”

Dudu shook his head.

“No,” he said, “ there are many things I can’t do.
_ But come out on to the roof, we can talk there just as
well.” _

He just turned towards the door by which he had
entered, and it opened of itself. He hopped through,
and the children followed him. They found them-
sélves, as Dudu had said, on the roof of the house,
of a part of the house, that is to say. It seemed
more like the roof of a little tower or turret.

Hugh and Jeanne stood for a moment or two in
silence, looking up at the brilliant show of stars over-
head. It was not cold, the air seemed peculiarly
fresh and sweet, as if it were purer and finer than
that lower down.

“It’s rather nice up here, eh ?” said Dudu.

“Yes, very,” replied Hugh. “ We're very much
obliged to you for bringing us up here. Aren’t we,
Jeanne ?”
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“Yes,” said Jeanne, “not counting fairies and
adventures that’s to say, it’s very nice up here.”

“T often come up here at night,” said Dudu. “I
wonder how many thousand times I've been up
here.” :

“ Are you so very old, Dudu?” said Jeanne, “as .
old as the white lady ?”

“] daresay,” said Dudu, vaguely—he seemed to
be thinking to himself. “Yes,” he continued, cocking
his head on one side, “I suppose 1 am what you
would call very old, though the white lady would
consider me quite a baby. Yes, I've seen queer things
in my time.” ‘

“What ?” said the children both together, eagerly,
“oh, do tell us some of them. If youwould tell us a
story, Dudu, it would be as nice as an adventure.”

“ Stories,” said Dudu, “are hardly in my line. I
might tell you a little of some things I've seen, but I
don’t know that they would interest you.”

“Oh yes! oh yes!” cried the children, “of course
they would. And it's so nice and warm up here,
Dudu—much warmer than in the house.”

“ Sit down, then,” said Dudu, “here, in this corner.
You can lean against the parapet,”—for a low wall
ran round the roof—*“and look at the stars while you
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“So they were our young ladies,” replied Dudu.
“Even though one was your great-grandmother,
Mademoiselle, and not yours only but Monsieur
Chéri’s too, and the other, of course, your great-grand-
aunt. There have been many ‘our young ladies’
that I can remember in this house, which has so long
been the home of one family, and my home always.
In three or four hundred years one sees a good deal.
Ah yes! Well, as I was saying, I was standing on
the edge of the parapet looking over at the young
ladies, and admiring them and the sunshine and the
flowers in the garden all at once, when I suddenly
heard a window open. It was not one of the windows
of our house. I have very quick ears, and I knew
that in an instant, so I looked about to see what
window it was. In those days there were not quite
80 many houses behind our garden as there are mow.
Your great-great-grandfather sold some of the land
about that time, and then houses were built, but just
then there were only two or three that overlooked one
side of the garden. One of them was a large high
house, which was let in flats to various families, often
visitors to the town, or strangers who had come for a
short time for the education of their children, or some
other reason. It was not long before I discovered
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that the window I had heard open was in this house.
It was one on the second story, looking on to a little
balcony which at one end was not very high above
the terrace walk. I watched to see who had opened
the window, and in a few moments I saw peeping
out half timidly the pretty fair face of a little girl.
Quite a little girl she was, not much older than
you, Mademoiselle Jeanne, but not like you, for she
had light hair and soft blue eyes, and a fair face like
Monsieur Chéri. She was a little English girl. She
peeped out, and then, seeing that no one was observ-
ing her, she came quietly on to. the balcony, and,
creeping down into a corner where she could scarcely
be seen, she sat watching our two pretty young ladies
with all her eyes. No wonder, I thought; they were
very pretty young ladies, and it was nice to see them
together, walking up and down with arms intertwined,
and talking eagerly, their talk sometimes interrupted
by merry bursts of soft girlish laughter. And all the
time the lonely little creature on the balcony sat and
watched them longingly, her little pale face pressed
against the bars, her plain black dress almost hiding
her from notice.

«<How happy they look, those pretty young ladies,’
the lonely little girl said to herself. ‘How happy L

b4
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should be if I had a sister, for I have no one to talk
to, no one to kiss me and play with me, and if ever I
say I am sad my aunt is angry. O mother! why
did you go away and leave me ?’”

“Could you hear all that from up here on the
roof ?” said Jeanne. “Dear me, Dudu, you must have
good ears.”

“Of course I have; I told you so, Mademoiselle,”
said Dudu drily. “I had better ears than your
great-grandmother and her sister, for they heard
nothing, not even when the poor little girl took
courage to push her face farther forward between the
railings, and to say very softly and timidly,

“ ¢ Mesdemoiselles, Mesdemoiselles, might I come
and walk with you? I am so tired of being here all
alone.

“They did not hear her. They were talking too
busily about the féte of their mother, I think, which
was to be in a few days, and of what they were to
prepare for her. And the poor little girl sat up there
for more than an hour watching them with longing
eyes, but not daring to call out ‘more loudly. It
made me quite melancholy to see her, and when at
last our young ladies went in, and she had to give up
hopes of gaining their attention, it made me more
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melancholy still, she looked so disappointed, and her
eyes were full of tears; and I felt quite upset about
her, and kept turning over in my head what I could
do to make her happier. I thought about it for some
time, and at last I decided that the first thing to do
was to find out more about the little stranger and the
cause of her grief. TFor this purpose I stationed
myself the next morning just below the window of
the kitchen of her house, which, by hopping from the
balcony, I was easily able to do, and by listening to
the conversation of the servants I soon learned all I
wanted to know. She was, as I had supposed, a little
English girl. Her mother had died in Italy but a
short time before, and she was now in the charge of
her mother’s aunt, an elderly and severe lady, who
understood nothing about children, and took no pains
to make poor little Charlotte happy. So it was a sad
life for the child, whose father also was dead ; and as
from the talk of the servants I gathered that she was
a good and gentle little girl, I felt more sorry for her
than before ; and as I hopped back on to the balcony
I looked to see if she was again at the window. Yes,
there she was, her face pressed against the glass,
staring out in the direction of the terrace walk,
watching, no doubt, to see if our young ladies were
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coming out again. I hopped in front of the wind:
backwards and forwards two or three times to cat
her attention, and a smile lit up her little pale fs
when she saw me.

“<Good day, Mr. Raven,’ she said politely. <Ha
you come to see me? It is very kind of you if y
have, for I have nobody to play with. But, oh!
you could tell those pretty young ladies how I shot
like to walk about their garden with them, h
pleased I should be. .

“I bowed to her in token of understanding w}
she said, but I was not sure that she noticed it, :
she just went on chattering in her soft little voice.

“¢Poor old raven,’ she said. ‘ What a pity you ca
speak, for if you could I might send a message
you to those pretty young ladies;’ and thougl
walked slowly backwards and forwards on the b
cony, and bowed most politely each time I pas
her, yet she did not seem to understand.”

“Why didn’t you speak ?” interrupted Jean
“You can speak quite well to Chéri and me, H
you not learned to speak at that time, Dudu 2 ”

The raven hemmed and hawed and cleared
throat.

“It is not to the point, Mademoiselle,” he g
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“to enter into all these explanations. If you would
have the goodness to let me continue my reminis-
cences without interrupting me, I should really be
obliged. I warned you I had not any amusing stories
to tell, merely recollections of scenes in my past life.
If you would prefer my leaving off, you bave only to
say s0.”

“Oh no, no. Please go on,” exclaimed Jeanne,
seeing that the raven was really ruffled. “1I think it’s
very interesting, and I'll promise not to interrupt
you any more.”

“Well,” continued Dudu, “I bowed, as I told you,
very politely two or three times, and at last I hopped
away, still revolving in my mind how I could serve
the poor little girl. That afternoon our young ladies
came again on to the terrace, but they did not stay
long, and the little girl was not to be seen on the
balcony, though I daresay she was peering out through
the window to see as far as she could. And the next
day and the day after were very rainy, so there was
nothing I could do. But after that again there came
a very fine day—a beautiful sunny day it was, I
remember it well—and our young ladies came out like
the flowers and the birds to enjoy it. Out, too, came
the forlorn little black figure, hiding itself as before
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behind the railings of the balcony, but looking with
longing eyes at the garden below, which to her must
have seemed a kind of Paradise. I directed my
steps to the terrace, and walked slowly in front
of the young ladies, slowly and solemnly straight
in front of them, for I wanted to attract their
attention.

“<How particularly solemn Dudu looks to-day,’
said one of them to the other.

“¢Yes, she replied, ¢ quite as if he had something
on his mind. Have you been doing anything
naughty, Dudu ?’ '

“I turned and looked at her reproachfully. I
was not offended, I knew she was only joking, my
character stood far above any imputation ; but still,
there are subjects on which jokes are better avoided,
and there was a cousin of mine whose honesty, I am
sorry to say, had been more than once suspected ;
altogether, I hardly thought the remark in good
taste, and Mademoiselle Eliane was mnot slow to
perceive it.

“*¢Poor old Dudu, she cried; ‘have I hurt your
feelings? But tell me what are you looking so
solemn about ?’

“I looked at her again, and then, sure that she
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and her sister were both watching me with attention,
I sprang up the side of the wall next the little
stranger’s house, hopped over the balcony railings,
and finding, as I expected, my little friend crouched
down in the corner, I gave a loud, sharp croak, as if
something were the matter. Charlotte started up in
a fright, and the young ladies, watching me curiously,
for the first time observed her little figure.

“¢<Why, Dudu has a friend up there !’ exclaimed
Mademoiselle Jeanne—your great-grandmother, my
dears. ¢ Mademoiselle, she called out to the little
girl, whose small black figure did not look very much
bigger than mine as we stood up there side by side ;
‘ Mademoiselle, do not be frightened of our old raven.
He will not hurt you. '

“¢T am not frightened, thank you,’ said the little
girl’s gentle voice. ‘He has been to see me before.
I was only startled when he made that funny noise.
But O Mesdemoiselles,’ she continued, clasping her
hands in entreaty, ‘ you do not know how I should
like to come down into your garden and play with
you, or at least’ as she suddenly recollected that
such tall young ladies were rather past the age for
mere ‘ playing,’ ‘ walk about and talk with you. I
have watched you so many days, and I am so lonely.
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But I did not like to speak to you unless you spoke
to me.’

“‘We never saw you; said Mademoiselle Eliane.
¢ We should not have seen you now but for the funny
way Dudu has been going on, as if he wanted to in-
troduce us to each other.’

“T felt quite proud when Mademoiselle Eliane
said that. It has always been a gratification to me
to find myself understood. And I felt still prouder
when the little girl replied, looking at me gratefully,

“¢How nice of him! He must have understood
what I said to him in fun the other day. But O
Mesdemoiselles,’ she went on, ‘may I come down to
you ?’

“‘How can you get down ?’ said Mademoiselle
Jeanne; ‘and are you sure your mother would not
mind ?’

“¢I have no mother, said the little girl sadly, ¢and
my aunt would not mind, I know. She never mmds
what I do, if I don’t make a noise.’

“¢But how can you get down ?’ repeated Made-
moiselle Jeanne, ¢ unless Dudu can take you on his
back and fly down with you!’

“<Qh, I can easily get down, said the little girl;
T have often planned it. I can climb over the rail-
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ings at this end—look, there is a jutting-out ledge
that I can put my foot on. Then I can stand a
" minute outside and jump—if you will come close to,
so that T shall not roll down the terrace bank.’
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CHAPTER XIL

AU REVOIR.

¢ One after another they flew away
Far up to the heavenly blue,
To the better country, the upper day—"
JEAN INGELOW.

« LrrtLE Charlotte climbed over the railings,” con-
tinued Dudu, “but she did not jump down on the
other side, for Mademoiselle Eliane, who was tall,
found that by standing half-way up the bank she
could reach the child and hand her down to Made-
moiselle Jeanne, a little way below. There was a good
deal of laughing over it all, and this helped them to
make friends more quickly than anything else would
have done. But indeed Charlotte was not a shy
child, she had travelled too much and seen too many
people to be so, and our young ladies, besides, were so
kind and merry that no little girl could long have
been strange with them. She ran about the garden
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in the greatest delight; her new friends showed her
all their favourite nooks, and allowed her to make a
bouquet of the flowers she liked best; and when they
were tired of standing about they all sat down to-
gether on a bank, and Charlotte told to the young
ladies the story of her short life. It was a sad little
story ; her father had died when she was very young,
and her mother, whose health had never been good
after the shock of his death, had gone to Italy with
the aunt who had brought her up, in hopes of grow-
ing stronger. But through two or three years of
sometimes seeming better and sometimes worse, she
had really been steadily failing, and at last she died,
leaving her poor little girl almost alone, ‘for the old
aunt was now,’ said Charlotte, ¢ always ill, and not ill
as mamma used to be, she added, for however tired
she was, she always liked her little girl to be beside
her, and never wearied of listening to all she had to
say.

“¢But now, said the child, ‘I am always alone,
and it is s0 sad. And I have watched you so often
from the balcony, and wished I might come down to
you. And now, if you will let me come to see you
every day, I shall be so happy.’

“She was a dear little girl, so sweet, and simyle,
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and loving. She quite gained our young ladies’
hearts with her pretty ways and her funny little
English accent. They kissed her on both cheeks, and
told her they would be very pleased for her to come
to them in the garden whenever she saw them from
the balcony, as she was so sure her aunt would not
object to it. They could not invite her to the house,
they explained, unless their mother and her aunt had
made acquaintance. Of course it would not have
done, as little Charlotte quite understood ; for in those
days,” Dudu observed in passing, “politeness and
ceremony were much more observed than is at pre-
sent, I am sorry to say, the case.

“The little English girl, however,” he went on,
“ was only too delighted to have received permission
to visit them in their garden. And not many days
passed on which she did not join them there. It was
a lovely summer that year—I remember it so well.
Never now does the sun seem to me to shine quite so
brightly as in those days. Perhaps it is that I am
growing old, perhaps the sad days that soon after
followed left a cloud on my memory and a mist on
my spirit which have never since entirely cleared
away ; however that may be, I never remember so
bright and beautiful a summer as the one I am telling
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you of. And little Charlotte’s merry laugh was often
heard on the terrace walk, as she ran races with
Mademoiselle Eliane’s dog, or made daisy wreaths
for Mademoiselle Jeanne’s dark hair. Kindness and
companionship were all she required to make her a
bright and bhappy child. But the pleasant summer
faded, and with the first autumn days came a fresh
sorrow for the little girl. One morning, before the
usual time for meeting in the garden, I caught sight
of her on the balcony, her face looking again like the
little pale Charlotte I had first known her, her eyes
red with weeping. And as by good chance the young
ladies came out soon the reason was soon explained.

“¢‘] am going away, my dear young ladies, cried
Charlotte, as she threw herself into their arms. My
aunt has just told me. We return to England in a
few days. To England, where I have no friends,
where I shall be again all alone. O Mademoiselle
Eliane! O Mademoiselle Jeanne! what shall I do
without you, and your pretty garden, and your kind-
ness, and poor old Dudu, and the flowers, and every-
thing 2’ )

“They consoled her as well as they could, my
kind young ladies, whose hearts were always full of
sympathy. But the tears came to their own eyes
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when they saw how real and acute was the little
girl’s grief.

“¢You will come back to see us again, little Char-
lotte, perhaps,’ they said. ¢Your aunt has travelled.so
much, very likely she will not wish to remain always

.in England. And you would always find us here—
in the winter at any rate ; generally in the summer
we spend some months at our chiteau, though this
summer our father had business which obliged him
to stay here. But for that we should not have seen
you so much.’ ‘

“But Charlotte was not to be comsoled. Her
aunt, she was sure, would never travel any more.
She had said only that very morning, that once she
got back to England she would stay there for the rest
of her life, she was too old to move about any more.

“¢And I, added Charlotte, with a fresh burst of
weeping, ‘I am to be sent to an English school as
soon as aunt can settle about it.’

“¢But you will be happier at school, dear,’ said
Mademoiselle Eliane, ¢ You will have friends of your
own age.’

“¢I don’t want friends of my own age. I shall
never love any friends as much as my dear Made-
moiselle Jeanne and my dear Mademoiselle Eliane,’



AU REVOIR. ‘ 223

sobbed Charlotte; and the only thing that consoled
her at all was when the two young ladies found for
her among their little treasures a very prettily painted
‘bonbonniére, and a quaint little workcase, fitted
with thimble, scissors, and all such things, which she
promised them she would always keep, always, as
souvenirs of their kindness.

“And in return, the poor little thing went out
with her aunt’s maid the next morning and bought
two little keepsakes—a scent-bottle for Mademoiselle
Jeanne, and a fan for Mademoiselle Eliane. She
gpent on them all the money she had; and at this
very moment,” added Dudu, “the scent-bottle is
downstairs in your mother’s large old dressing-case,
the dressing-case she got from her grandfather.
‘What became of the fan I cannot say.

“Well, the few remaining days passed, and one
cold, dreary morning poor Charlotte clambered over
the railings for the last time, to embrace her friends
and bid them farewell. She might have come in by
the door and seen them in the salon ; of course neither
her aunt nor our young ladies’ mother would have
objected to such a thing, as she was going away, even
though no visits of ceremony had been exchanged
between the families. But this would not have
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suited Charlotte ; it was in the garden she had first
seen her friends, and in the garden must she bid
them good-bye. I assisted at the interview,” con-
tinued Dudu, “and very touching it was. Had I
been of a nature to shed tears, I really think my feel-
ings would have been too much for me. And Char-
lotte would have kissed and hugged me too, no doubt,
had I encouraged anything of the kind. But, for-
tunately perhaps for the preservation of my feathers
and my dignity, I am not, and never have been, of a
demonstrative disposition.”

Dudu cleared his throat and stopped to rest for a
moment. Then he continued—

“The parting was over at last, and little Charlotte
was away—quite away over the sea in cold, rainy
England. Cold and rainy it must have been that
winter in any, case, for it was cold and rainy even
here, and many changes happened, and shadows of
strange events were already faintly darkening the
future. It was the next year that our pretty Made-
moiselle . Jeanne married and went away with her
husband from the old house, which yet was to be her
home, and the home of her children in the end, for
Mademoiselle Eliane never married, and so all came
to be inherited by her sister's sons. But with that



AU REVOIR. 295

we have nothing to do at present. I wished only to
tell you what concerns our young ladies’ friendship -
with the little stranger. Years went on, as they
always do, whether they leave the world happy or
miserable, and the shadows I have told you of grew
darker and darker. Then, at last, the terrible days
began—the storm burst forth, our happy, peaceful
home, with hundreds and thousands of others, was
broken up, and its kindly inhabitants forced to flee.
Mademoiselle Jeanne came hurrying up from her
husband’s home, where things were even worse than
with us, with her boys, to seek for shelter and safety,
which, alag! could not be given her here. For all
had to flee—my poor old master, frail as he was, his
delicate wife, our young ladies, and the boys—all fled
together, and after facing perils such as I trust none
of their descendants will ever know, they reached a
safe refuge. And then they had to endure a new
misery, for months and months went by before they
had any tidings of poor Mademoiselle Jeanne’s hus-
band, your great-grandfather, my children, who, like
all of his name—a name you may well be proud of,
my little Mademoiselle Jeanne—stayed at the post of
danger till every hope was passed. Then at last, in
disguise, he managed to escape, and reached this glacs

Q
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in safety, hoping here to find something to guide him
as to where his wife and children were. But he found
nothing—the house was deserted, not a servant or
retainer of any kind left except myself, and what,
alas! could 7do? He was worn out and exhausted,
poor man ; he hid in the house for a few days, creep-
ing out at dusk in fear and trembling to buy a loaf of
bread, trusting to his disguise and to his not being
well known in the town. But he would have died, I
believe, had he been long left as he was, for distress
of mind added to his other miseries, not knowing any-
thing as to what had become of your great-grand-
mother and his children.

“She was a good wife,” continued Dudu, after an-
other little pause. “Our Mademoiselle Jeanne,.I
mean. Just when her poor husband was losing heart
altogether, beginning to think they must all be dead,
that there was nothing left for him to do but to die
too, she came to him. She had travelled alone, quite
alone, our delicate young lady—who in former days
had scarcely been allowed to set her little foot on the
pavement—from Switzerland to the old home, with
a strange belief that here if anywhere she should find
him. And she was rewarded. The worst of the
terrible days were now past, but still disguise was
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necessary, and it was in the dress of one of her own
peasants—the dress in which she had fled—that
Mademoiselle Jeanne returned. But he knew her
—through all disguises he would have known her
—and she him. And the first evening they were
together in the bare, deserted house, even with all the
terrors behind them, the perils before them, the hus-
band and wife were happy.”

Dudu paused again. The children, too interested
to speak, listened eagerly.

“Goon,dear Dudu,” whispered Jeanne atlast,softly.

“How were they to get away to safety? That
was the question,” continued Dudu. “They dared
not stay long where they were ; yet they dared not go.
Monsieur was far too feeble to stand much fatigue,
and the two of them journeying together might at-
tract notice, :

“¢If we could get to the sea,’ said Mademoiselle
Jeanne—Madame I should call her, but it never
comes naturally — there we might find a ship to
take us to England or Holland, and thence find our
way to our dear ones again.’

“But Monsieur shook his head. ‘Impossible, he
said. ‘I have not the strength for even the four
leagues’ walk to the sea, and finding a ship that
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would take us is a mere chance. We have almost
no money. Here at least we have shelter, and still
some sous for bread. Jeanne, my beloved, you must
make up your mind to leave me again—alone and
unhindered you might find your way back in safety.’

“¢] will never leave you,’ said Jeanne. ‘We will
die together, if it must be so. The boys are safe—my
father and mother and Eliane will care for them. I
will never leave you.’

“ And Monsieur said no more; but in his own mind
I could see that he thought himself fast dying, that
want of comforts and nourishment much longer would
exhaust his little strength, and that his poor Jeanne
would, in the end, be forced to attempt the journey back
alone. They were sitting at the end of the terrace walk
that evening—the end near little Charlotte’s balcony;
it was a mild, still evening—it seemed less dreary and
miserable than in the house; from the distance came
the sound of the children playing in the old streets,
and near at hand some birds were singing still—for
children will play and birds will sing whatever hap-
pens, Suddenly a sound close at hand made Made-
moiselle Jeanne look up. And I too, for I was close
beside them on the terrace, I looked up in amaze-
ment, half imagining it must be a dream. For we
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heard—both Mademoiselle Jeanne and I knew it
again—the sound of the window on to the balcony
opening, the window through which the little English
girl used to come out to meet her friends. 'Welooked
and could scarcely believe our eyes. Out on to the
balcony stepped a young lady, a young girl rather
she seemed, for she was tall and slight and had fair
curls about her sweet fresh face. She stood for one
instant looking at us all as if bewildered, then, with
a sudden cry, almost before we knew what she was
doing, she was over the railings and down the bank.

“¢Mademoiselle Jeanne or Mademoiselle Eliane !’
she cried, ¢ which of you is it? for it is one of you, I
know! And you are not dead—not all dead and
gone—and there is Dudu, too. Oh, how glad, how
very glad, I am that I came!’

“ Laughing and crying both at once, she threw her-
self into Madame’s arms, while Monsieur looked on
in amazement.

“¢You know me ?’ she cried—" your little English
Charlotte. See, here is the bonbonnidre, feeling
for it in her pocket as she spoke. ‘And you are -
Mademoiselle Jeanne. I know you now—if you
had twenty peasant caps on I should know - youw
But how thin and pale you are, my poor Jeannal



TT TR i

230 THE TAPESTRY ROOM.

And is this your husband? I knmew you were
married. I saw it in the newspapers ever so many
years ago. Do you know it is fifteen years since I
went away? And I am married, too. But tell me
first how it is you are here and dressed like that,
and why you look so sad and Monsieur so ill. Tell
me all. You may trust me, you may indeed, and
perhaps my husband and I may be able to be of
some use. You may trust me,’ seeing that Madame
and her husband looked at each other in bewilder-
ment; ‘may they not, Dudu ?’ she added, turning to
me. ‘Tell Mademoiselle Jeanne that she can indeed
trust me.’

“T flapped my wings and croaked. _

“<You see, said Charlotte, and at that they all
laughed.

“‘It is not that we do not trust you, my dear
friend,’ said Madame; ‘and indeed you see all in
seeing us here as you do. There is nothing to tell
but the same sad story that has been to tell in go
many once happy French homes. But explain to me,
my dear Charlotte, how you are here. Itis so strange,
so extraordinary.’

And Charlotte explained. Her husband was g
sailor, To be near him, she hed been in Spain at
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the outbreak of the revolution, and had remained
there till he was ordered home. Now that the terror
was subsiding, there was—for them, as foreigners—
but little risk. She had persuaded her husband,
whose vessel, owing to some slight accident at sea,
had been obliged to put in at the neighbouring port,
to let her come to have a look at the old town,
at the old house, or garden rather, she still loved so
dearly, ‘The house we used to live in,’ she said,
‘was empty. I easily found my way in, and out on
to the balcony, as you saw. I had a sort of wild idea
that perhaps I might see or hear something of you.
Yet I was almost afraid to ask, such terrible things
have happened,’ added Charlotte, with a shudder.

“But nothing more terrible was in store for our
young ladies, I am glad to say,” continued Dudu.
“The faithful-hearted Charlotte and her husband
were able to be of the greatest service to Mademoi-
selle Jeanne and %er husband. They conveyed them
in safety to the port and saw them on board a friendly
vessel, and not many weeks passed before they were
again with their children and the old Monsieur and
Madame and Mademoiselle Eliane in their home for
the time in Switzerland.”

*“Oh, how glad Tam!” exclaimed Jeanne. “I was
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dreadfully afraid your story was going to end badly,
Duduw.” .

“It is not ended yet,” said Dudu

“Isn’t it ?” cried Jeanne. “Oh dear, then go on
quick, please. I hope Mademoiselle Jeanne’s poor
husband » .

“Your great-grandfather, you mean,” corrected
Dudu.

“Oh, well then, my great-grandfather, our great-
grandfather, for he was Chéri’s, too, you said. I do
80 hope he got better. Did he, Dudu ?”

“Yes,” said Dudu, “he got better, but never quite
well again. However, he lived some years, long
enough to see his boys grown up and to return—after
the death of our old Monsieur and Madame—to return
to his own country with his wife and sister-in-law.
But before very long, while still far from an old man,
he died. Then our young ladies, young no longer,
came back, after a time, to their childish home; and
here they lived together quietly, kind and charitable
to all, cheered from time to time by the wvisits of
Madame’s two sons, out in the world now and mar-
ried, and with homes of their own. And time went
on gently and uneventfully, and gradually Madame’s
hair became quite, quite white, and Mademoiselle
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Eliane took to limping a little in her walk with the
rheumatism, and when they slowly paced up and
down the terrace it was difficult for me to think they
were really my pretty young ladies with the white
dresses and blue ribbons of half a century ago. For
it was now just thirty-five years since the last visit
of their English friend. She too, if she were alive,
must be a woman of more than sixty.‘ They had
never heard of her again. In the hurry and anxiety
of their last meeting they had forgotten to ask and
she to give her exact address, so they could not write.
She might have written to them to the old house per-
haps, on the chance of it finding them; but if so, they
had never got the letter. Yet they often spoke of
her, and never saw the balcony at the end of the ter-
race without a kindly thought of those long ago days.

“One evening—an autumn evening—mild and
balmy, the two old ladies were slowly pacing up and
down their favourite walk, when a servant came out
to say that they were wanted—a lady was asking for
them. But not to disturb them, he added, the visitor
would be glad to see them in the garden, if they would
allow it. Wondering who it could be, Madame and
her sister were hesitating what to do, when a figure
was seen approaching them from the house.



234 THE TAPESTRY ROOM.

“¢I could not wait, she said, almost before she
reached them. ‘I wished so much to see you once
more in the old spot, dear friends;’ and they knew her
at once. They recognised in the bowed and worn but
still sweet and lovely woman, their pretty child-friend .
of fifty years ago. She had come to bid them farewell,
she said. She was on her way to the south—not to
live but to die, for she had suffered much and her
days were numbered.

“¢My dear husband is dead some years ago,” she
gaid. ‘But we were very happy together, which is
a blessed thought. And my children—one after an-
other they faded. So I am an old woman now and
quite alone, and I am glad to go to them all. My
friends wished me to go to the south, for I have
always loved the sunshine, and there my little daugh-
ter died, and perhaps death will there come to me in
gentler shape. But on my way, I wished to say
good-bye to you, dear friends of long ago, whom I have
always loved, though we have been so little together.’

“ And then they took each other’s hands, gently and
quietly, the three old ladies, and softly kissed each
other’s withered cheeks, down which a few tears made
their way ; the time was past for them for anything
but gentle and chastened feelings. And whispering
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to their old friend not good-bye, but ¢ Au revoir, au
revoir in a better country,’ my ladies parted once
more with their childish friend.

“She died a few months later; news of her death
was sent them. ZThey lived to be old—past eighty
both of them, when they died within a few days of
each other. But I never hobble up and down the
terrace walk without thiiking of them,” added Dudu,
“and on the whole, my dears, even if I had my choice,
I don’t think I should care to live another two or
three hundred years in a world where changes come
so quickly.” '

Hugh and Jeanne were silent for & moment. Then
“Thank you, dear Dudu,” they said together.

And Dudu cocked his head on.one side. “There
is Marcelline calling you,” he said, in a matter-of-fact
tone. “Run downstairs. Take a look at the beau-
tiful stars overhead before you go. Good-bye, my
dears.”

“Good-night, Dudu, and thank you again,” said
the children, as they hastened away.

They found their way back to the tapestry room
without difficulty. They were standing in the middle
of the room, half puzzled as to how they had got there,
when Marcelline appeared.
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“We have been with Dudn,” they told her, before
she bad time to ask them anything. <« He has told
us lovely stories—nicer even than fairy adventures.”
And Marcelline smiled and seemed pleased, but not
at all surprised.

“ A strange thing has happened,” said Jeanne’s
father the next day. “I feel quite distressed about
it. Old Dudu the raven has disappeared. He is
nowhere to be found since yesterday afternoon, the
gardener tells me. They have looked for him every-
where in vain, I feel quite sorry—he has been in
the family so long—how long indeed I should be
afraid to say, for my father remembered him as a
child.”

The children looked at each other.

“Dudu has gone!” they said softly.

“We shall have no more stories,” whispered Hugh.

“ Nor fairy adventures,” said Jeanne.

“He may come back again,” said Hugh,

“I think not,” said Jeanne, shaking her smooth
little black head. “Don’t you remember, Chéri, what
he said about not wishing to stay here longer 2”

“ And he said ‘ good-bye,’” added Hugh sa.dly. «1
fear he will not come back.”
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But if he ever does, children dear, and if you care
to hear what he has to tell, you shall not be forgotten,
I promise you,

THE END.

Printed by R. & R. CLARK, Edinburgh.
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old Histories, and written anew by the Author of *“ The Heir of
Redclyffe.”

A Book of Golden Thoughts. By HEenry
ATTWELL, Knight of the Order of the Oak Crown, &c.

Guesses at Truth. By Two BROTHERs.

The Cavalier and his Lady. Selections from

the Works of the first Duke and Duchess of Newcastle. With
an Introductory Essay by E. JENKINS, M. P., Author of * Ginx’s
Baby,” &c. .

Theologia Germanica. Translated from the

German by SusANNA WINKWORTH. With a Preface by
CANON KINGSLEY.

Scottish Song. Complled and arranged by

MARY CARLYLE ATKIN.

MACMILLAN & CO.,, LONDON.



THE GOLDEN TREASURY SERIES—Confinud.

Milton’s Poetical Works. Edited with

Introduction, Notes, and Memoir, by Professor MassoN. With
Two Portraits. Two Vols.

Deutsche Lyrik. The Golden Treasury of

German Lyrical Poems. Selected and arranged with Notes
and Introduction, by Dr. BUCHHEIM.

Chrysomela. A Selection from the Lyrical

Poems of Robert Herrick. Arranged with Notes, by F. T.
PALGRAVE.

Poems of Places.—England and Wales.
Edited by H. W. LoNGFELLOW. Two Vols.

Matthew Arnold's Selected Poems. (Also a
large Paper Edition.) Crown 8vo, 12s. 6d.

The Story of the Christians and Moors in

Spain. By CHARLOTTE M. YONGE.

Lamb’s Tales from Shakespeare. Edlted,
with Preface, by the Rev. A. AINGER.

Wordsworth’s Select Poems. Chosen and
Edited, with Preface, by MATTHEW ARNOLD.
Also large Paper Edition. Crown 8vo, gs.

Shakespeare’s Songs and Sonnets. Edijted

by F. T. PALGRAVE.

Selections from Addison. Edited by Joun

RICHARD GREEN. [ Skortly.
Selections from Shelley Edited by STorrorp
A. BROOKE. [Skortly,

MACMILLAN & CO., LONDON..
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BEDFORD STREET, COVENT GARDEN, LONDON,
October 1879,

Macmizian & Cors Cararocve of Works
itn Brries LETTRES, tncluding Poetry
Fiction, elc. :

Allingham.—LAURENCE BLOOMFIELD IN IRELAND ; '
or, THE NEW LANDLORD. By WILLIAM ALLINGHAM
New and Cheaper Issue, with a Preface, Fcap. 8vo. cloth. 4s. 64,

An Ancient City, and other Poems.—By A Narivz
OF SURREY. Extra fcap. 8vo, 6s.

Anderson.—BALLADS AND SONNETS. By ALEXANDER
ANDERSON (Surfaceman)., Extra fcap. 8vo. 3§s.
““As an instance of culture under difficulties this work is of the
highest interest.”—ACADEMY.

Archer.—CHRISTINA NORTH. By E. M. ArcHER. New
and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.

Arnold. — THE POETICAL WORKS OF MATTHEW
ARNOLD. Vol 1. EARLY POEMS, NARRATIVE POEMS, AND
SONNETS. Vol. I LyYRIC, DRAMATIC, AND ELEGIAC POEMS.
New and Complete Edition, Two Vols. Crown 8vo. Price
75, 6d. each.

SELECTED POEMS OF MATTHEW ARNOLD. With
Vignette en§'ra.ved by C. H. JeENs (GoLDEN TREASURY
SERIES). 18mo. 4s. 6d.

Large

Paper Edition. Crown 8vo, 12s. 6d.

Art at Home Series.—Edited by W. J. LoFTiE, F.S.A.

¢ If the whole sevies but continue as it Ras been begun—if the volumes
yet to be rival these two initial—it will be beyond price as a library
of housekold art."—EXAMINER.

A PLEA FOR ART IN THE HOUSE. With especial reference
tothe Economy of Collecting Works of Art, and the importauce
of Taste in Education and Morals. By W, J. LoFTIE, B.A., F.S.A.
With Illustrations. Fifth Thousand. Crown 8vo. 2s. 64.

SUGGESTIONS FOR HOUSE DECORATION IN PAINT-
ING, WOODWORK, AND FURNITURE, TRy Ruopn 2o
AGNES GARRETT. With Illustrations, Six(h Thowend. Crows
8vo. 2s. 64.

20.000, 10, 1879. A
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Art at Home Series—cntinued,

MUSIC IN THE HOUSE. By JouN HuLrLAH. With Illus-
trations. Fourth Thousand. Crown 8vo, 2s. 64.

THE DRAWING ROOM ; ITS DECORATIONS AND FUR-
NITURE. By Mrs. ORRINSMITH. Illustrated. Fifth Thousand.
Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d.

THE DINING ROOM. By Mrs. LoFTIE. Illustrated. Fourth
Thousand. Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d.

THE BED ROOM AND BOUDOIR. By LADY BARKER.
* Illustrated. Fourth Thousand. Crown 8vo., 2s. 64,

" DRESS. By Mrs. OLIPHANT, Illustrated. Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d.

PRIVATE THEATRICALS, By Lady PoLLocK. Illustrated.
[Skortly.
[Other vols, in preparation.]

Atkinson. — AN ART TOUR TO THE NORTHERN
b gAPITALS OF EUROPE, By ]J. BEAVINGTON ATKINSON.
vo, 125,
8 We can kighly recommend it ; not only for the valuable informa-
tion it gives on the special subjects to which it is dedicated, but also
Jor the interesting episodes of travel which are interwoven with, ana
lighten, the weighticr matieks of judicious and varied criticism on
art and artists in northern capilals.”—ART JOURNAL,
Atkinson (J. P.)—A WEEK AT THE LAKES, AND WHAT
CAME OF IT; or, THE ADVENTURES OF MR. DOBBS
AND HIS FRIEND MR. POTTS. A Series of Sketches by
J. P. ATRINSON, Oblong 4to. 7s. 64,

Baker.—CAST UP BY THE SEA; or, THE ADVEN-
TURES OF NED GREY. By Sir SAMUEL BAKER, Pasha,
F.R.G.S. WithIllustrations by HuarD. Sixth Edition. Crown
8vo. cloth gilt, 6s.

“An admirable tale of adventure, of marvellous incidents, wild
exploils, and terrible dénouements”—DAILY NEWS. ‘‘A story of
adventure by sea and land in the good old style,”—PALL MALL
GAZETTE.

Barker(Lady).—A YEAR'S HOUSEKEEPING IN SOUTIL
AFRICA. With Illustrations. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s.
¢ We doubt whether in any of her previous books she has writlen

more pleasantly than in this. . . . The great ckarm of these
letlers is that she is always natural, and lells of what she sees and
hears in a strange country, just as if ske were quictly chalting to
her friends by their own fireside,’—~STANDARD,

Beesly.—STORIES FROM THE HISTORY OF ROME, By
Mrs, BEEsLY. Fcap. 8vo. 25, 6.
¢ A little book for whick every cultivated and intelligent mother will
e grateful.’—EXAMINER,
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Betsy Lee; A FO'C’S'LE YARN. Extra fcap, 8vo, 3s. 6d.
“ We can at least say that it is the work of a true pod.”—ATHE-
NAUM, ,

Black (W.)—Works by W. BLACK, Authior of * A Danghter of
Heth.” B =i

THE STRANGE ADVENTURES OF A PHAETON,
Thirteenth Thousand. Illustrated. Crown 8vo. .
¢ The book is a really charming description of a thousand English
landscapes and of the emergencies and the fun and the delight of a
picnic journey thiough them by a party determined to enjoy them-
selves, and as well matcked as the pair of horses whick drew the
Dhaclon they sat in.”—TIMES.

A8PRIIg‘CESS OF THULE. Fourteenth Thousand. Crown
vo. G,

The SATURDAY REVIEW says :—°“ 4 novel whkick is both romantic
and natural, which kas muck fecling, without any touck of
mawkiskness, which goes deep into character without any sugpestion
of painful analysis—this is a rarve gem fo find amongst the débris of
curvent literature, and this, or nearly this, My. Black has given
us in the * Princess of Thule.'” * A beantiful and nearly perfect
story.”—SPECTATOR,

THE MAID OF KILLEENA, and other Stories. Fifth Thousand.
Crown 8vo. 6s.
¢ A collection of pretty stories told in the easiest and pleasantest manncr
imaginable.”—TIMES. *‘ We shall not be satisfed 6l ¢ The
Maid of Killeena’ rests on our shelves.”—SPECTATOR.

MADCAP VIOLET. Eighth Thousand. Crown 8vo, 6s.

S In the very first rank of My. Black's keroines ; proud as Sheila,
and sweet as Coguette, stands Madcap Violet. The true, proud,
lender nature of her, her beauty, her mischief, her self-sacrifice,
endear her to the render.,”—DAILY NEWS, R

GREEN PASTURES AND PICCADILLY. Cheaper Edition.
Seventh Thousand. Crown 8vo. 6.

MACLEOD OF DARE. With Illustrations, Cheaper Edition,
Crown 8vo. 6s. ]
¢ The best book that My. Black kas written ; the best novel that has
been published in England for some years.”—ACADEMY,
A2
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Blackie.—THE WISE MEN OF GREECE. In a Series of
Dramatic Dialogues. By J. E. BLACKIE, Professor of Greek in
the University of Edinburgh., Crown 8vo. os.

Blakiston.—MODERN SOCIETY IN ITS RELIGIOUS AND
SOCIAL ASPECTS. By PevToN BLAkIsTON, M.D., F.R.S.
Crown 8vo. 5=

Borland Hall.—By the Author of * Olrig Grange.” Cr. 8vo. 7s.

Bramston.—RALPH AND BRUNO. A Novel. By M.
BRAMSTON, 2 vols. crown 8vo. 2Is.

Bright.—A VYEAR IN A LANCASHIRE GARDEN. By
HENRY A. BrIGHT. Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d.
[Second Edition now rcady.
It is full of admirable suggestions for the practical gardener as lo
the choice and arrangement of his plants, but it will alsa be read
with interest in the arm-chair in town. 1t is the true story of a
year's gardening written by an accomplished man, whose flowers
tell him many stories and pleasant things nol to be found in the
nur.rerymtm’.r catalogue. . . . A faithful and fascinating garden

story.”—TIMES,

Brooke.—THE FOOL OF QUALITY ; or, THE HISTORY
OF HENRY, EARL OF MORELAND. By HENRV BROOKE.
Newly revised, with a Biographical Preface by the Rev. CHARLES
KINGSLEY, M.A., Rector of Eversley. Crown 8vo. 6s.

Bunce.—FAIRY TALES, THEIR ORIGIN AND MEANING.
With some Account of the Dwellers in Fairy Land. By ]J.
THACKRAY BUNCE. Extra fcap. 8vo. 3s. 64.

Burnand.—MY TIME, AND WHAT I’'VE DONE WITH IT.
By F. C. BURNAND, Crown 8vo.

Burnett.—HAWORTH’S. A Novel. By Francks HODGSON
BURNETT, Author of ¢ That Lass o’ Lowrie’s.” Two Vols.
Crown 8vo. 2Is.

Burns.—THE POETICAL WORKS OF. Edited from the best
printed and manuscript Authorities, with Glossarial Index and a
Biographical Memoir, by ALEXANDER SMITH. Two Vols,, feap.
8vo, hand-made paper, with Portrait of Burns, and Vignette of the
Twa Dogs, engraved by SHAW, and printed on India Paper.

' [Shortly
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Carroll.—Works by * LEw1s CARROLL ; ”—

ALICE'S ADVENTURES IN WONDERLAND. With Forty-
two Illustrations by TENNIEL. 57th Thousand. Crown 8vo.
cloth, 6s.

“ An excellent piece of nonsense.”—TIMES, ** Elegant and delicious
nonsense.”—GUARDIAN. ““ That most delightful of children's
stories.”—SATURDAY REVIEW,

A GERMAN TRANSLATION OF THE SAME, With TEN-
NIEL’S Illustrations. Crown 8vo. gilt. 6s.

A FRENCH TRANSLATION OF THE SAME. With TEN-
NIEL'’S Illustrations, Crown 8vo. gilt, 6s.

AN ITALIAN TRANSLATION OF THE SAME. By T.
P. RossETTE. With TENNIEL's Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 6s.

THROUGH THE LOOKING-GLASS, AND WHAT ALICE
FOUND THERE. With Fifty Illustrations by TENNIEL, Crown
8vo. gilt. 6s. 45th Thousand.

“ Will fairly rank with the tale of her previous expeviences.”—
DAILY TELEGRAPH. “Man{v of Myr. Tenniels designs are
masterpieces of wise absurdity,”—ATHENZEUM,

THE HUNTING OF THE SNARK. An Agony in Eight Fits,
With Nine Illustrations by H, Holiday. Crown 8vo. cloth extra,
Gilt edges. 4s. 64. 18th Thousand.
¢ This glorious piece of nonsense. . . . . Everybody ought to read i}

—nearly everybody will—and all who deserve the treat will scream
with laughter.”—GRAPHIC,

DOUBLETS. A Word Puzzle, 18mo. 2s.

Cautley.—A CENTURY OF EMBLEMS. By G. S. CAUTLEY,
Vicar of Nettleden, author of ¢ The After Glow,” etc. With
numerous Illustrations by LADY MARION ALFORD, REAR-
ADMIRAL LorD W. CoMPTON, the VEN. LOorD A. CoMPTON, R.
BARNES, J. D. COOPER, and the author. Pott 4to. cloth elegant,
gilt edges. 10s. 64.

Christmas Carol (A). Printed in Colours from Original
Designs by Mr. and Mrs. TREVOR CRISPIN, with Illuminated
Borders from MSS. of the 14th and 15th Centuries. Imp. 4to. cloth
elegant. Cheaper Edition, 21s. .

A most exquisitely got-up volume.”—TIMES,

Church (A. J.)—HORZE TENNYSONIANR, Swe Raogs

e Tennysono Latine reddits, Cura A. 1. CTavecw, b
Extra fcap, 8vo, 6s.
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Clough (Arthur Hugh).—THE POEMS AND PROSE
REMAINS OF ARTHUR HUGH CLOUGH. With a
Selection from his Letters and a Memoir. Edited by his Wife,
With Portrait. Two Vols. Crown 8vo. 21s.
¢ Taken as a whole,” the SPECTATOR says, “ these volumes cannot

rasl to be a lasting monument of one of the most original men of
our age.” )
THE POEMS OF ARTHUR HUGH CLOUGH, sometime Fellow
of Oriel College, Oxford. Fifth Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 6s,
 From the higher mina of cultivated, all-questioning, but still conser-
vative England, in this our puzsled gemevation, we do not know
of any utlerance in literature so charactevistic as the poems of
Arthur Hugh Clough,”—FRASER'S MAGAZINE.

Clunes.—THE STORY OF PAULINE: an Autobiography,
By G. C. CLuNEs, Crown 8vo, 6s,

Coleridge.—HUGH CRICHTON’S ROMANCE. A Novel.
By CHRISTABEL R. COLERIDGE. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.

Collects of the Church of England. With a beautifally
Coloured Floral Design to each Collect, and Illuminated Cover.
Crown 8vo. 125, Also kept in various styles of morocco.
8¢ This os bg:nd question,” the ART JOURNAL says, *‘the most

beautiful book of the season.” The GUARDIAN thinks it *‘ a suc-
cessful attempt to associate in a natural and unforced manner the
/Iowe’f;: of our fields and gardens with the course of the Christian
year.

Colquhoun.—RHYMES AND CHIMES. By F. S. CoLqu-
HOUN (née F. S. FULLER MAITLAND). Extra fcap. 8vo. 25 64,

Cooper.—SEBASTIAN. A Novel. By KATHERINE COOPER.
Crown 8vo. 6s.

Dante; AN ESSAY. With a Translation of the ‘“De Mon-
archia,” By the Very Rev. W. R. CHURCH, D.C.L., Dean of
St. Paul’s. Crown 8vo. 6s.

THE ‘“DE MONARCHIA.” Separately. 8vo. 4. 64,
THE PURGATORIO. A Prose Translation, with «Notes by
A. J. BuTLER, Post 8vo. [Shortly.

Day.—BENGAL PEASANT LIFE, By the Rev. LAL BRHARI
Day. New Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s.
 The book presems a careful, minute, and well-drawn picture of
Hindoo peasant life.”—DAILY NEWS.
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Days of Old; STORIES FROM OLD ENGLISH HISTORY.
Bg the Author of ‘“Ruth and her Friends.” New Edition.
18mo. cloth, extra, 2s. 64,

Duff (Grant).—MISCELLANIES,” POLITICAL ard LITE-
RARY. By M. E, GrRaNT DUFF, M.P. 8vo. 10s. 6d.

Elsie.—A LOWLAND SKETCH, By A. C. M. Crown 8vo.

EStell_e Russeu-—By the Author of ¢‘The Private Life o
Galileo.” I‘{ew Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.,

Evans.—Works by SEBASTIAN EVANs. ¢
BROTHER FABIAN’'S MANUSCRIPT, AND OTHER
POEMS. Fcap. 8vo. cloth. 6s.
“ In this volume we have full assurance that ke has * the vision and
tél Jaculty divine,' . .. Clever and full of kindly humour.”—
LOBE.

IN THE STUDIO: A DECADE OF POEMS. Extra fcap.
8vo. 5.
¢ The finest thing in the book is ‘Dudman in Paradise,’ a wonderfully
vigorous and beautiful story. The poem is a most remarkable one,
Jull of beauty, humour, and pointed satire.’—ACADEMY.

Farrell—THE LECTURES OF A CERTAIN PROFESSOR.
By the Rev. JosepH FARRELL, Crown 8vo. 7s. 64,

Fawcett.—TALES IN POLITICAL ECONOMY. By Mit-
LICENT FAWCETT, Author of *Political Economy for Beginners,”
Globe 8vo. 3.

“ The idea is a good one, and it is quite wonderful what a mass of
economic leaching the author manages to compress into a small
space. o . The true doctrines of international trade, currency,
and the ratio between production and population, are set before us
and illustrated in a masterly manner,”— ATHENAUM.

Fleming.—Works by GeorGE FLEMING.
A NILE NOVEL. Third and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo.
MIRAGE. A Novel. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo., 6s.

Fletcher.—THOUGHTS FROM A GIRL'S LIFE, By Lucy
FLETCHER, Second Edition, Fcap. 8vo. 4s. 6.
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Freeman. — IIISTORICAL  AND ARCHITECTURAL
SKETCHES ; CHIEFLY ITALIAN. By E. A. FREEmaN,
D.C.L.,, LL.D. With Illustrations by the Author. Crown 8vo.
10s. 6d.
¢ Those who know Italy well will retrace tAeir steps with delight in

Myr. Freeman's combany, and find Aim a most interesting guide
and instruclor.”—EXAMINER.

Garnett.—IDYLLS AND EPIGRAMS. Chiefly from the Greek
Anthology. By RICHARD GARNETT. Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 64,
“A charming little book. For English readers, My. Garndl's

translations will open a new world of thosught.)”— WESTMINSTER
Review.,

Gilmore.—STORM WARRIORS; or, LIFE-BOAT WORK
ON THE GOODWIN SANDS. Bythe Rev. JoHN GILMORE,
M.A., Rector of Ioly Trinity, Ramsgate, Author of * The
Ramsgate Life-Boat,” in Macmillan's Magasine. Second Edition.
Crown 8vo. 6s.
¢ The stories, whick are said to Be literally exact, are more thrilling

than anything in fiction. My. Gilmore Ras done a good work as
well as written a good book.”—DAILY NEWS.,

Guesses at Truth.—By Two BroTHERS. 18mo. 4s 64
Golden Treasury Series.

Hamerton.—A PAINTER'S CAMP. Second Edition, revised

Extra fcap. 8vo. 6. .

‘¢ These pages, writien witk infinite spirit and Rumowr, bring into
close rooms, back upon tired heads, the bremsy airs of Lancashire
moors and Highland locks, with a freshness whick mo recent
novelist has succeeded in preserving.”—NONCONFORMIST.

Harry.—A POEM. By the Author of “Mrs. Jerningham’s
Journal.” Extra fcap. 8vo. 3s. 64. .

Hawthorne.—THE LAUGHING MILL; and Other Stories.
By JuLIAN HAWTHORNE. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.
¢ A volume of permanent value, and among recent books quite alone

for subtle biending of individual and general human interest, poetic

and psychological suggestion, and rare humowr . .. | W:

cordially commend the stories to readers of all classes, hoping

they will not pay the slightest attention to any one who tells them

I;\g/brt/'mmt' they are wanting in kuman interest.”—CONTEMPORARY
XEVIEW,

Heine.—SELECTIONS "FROM THE POETICAL WORKS
OF HEINRICH HEINE. Translated into English. Crown
8vo. 4s. 6d.

Higginson.—MALBONE: An OWgport Romsses. iy~ ..
HIGGINSON. Fcap. 8vo. 2s.6d.
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Hilda among the Broken Gods.—By the Author of
¢¢Olrig Grange.” Extra fcap, 8vo, 7s. 6d.

Hobday. — COTTAGE GARDENING; or, FLOWERS,
FRUITS AND VEGETABLES FOR SMALL GARDENS.
By E. HoBpAy. Crown 8vo. 1Is. 6d.

* A sensible and useful little book.”’—ATHENEUM.

Hooper and Phillips.—A MANUAL OF MARKS ON
POTTERY AND PORCELAIN. A Dictionary of Eusy Refer-
ence. By W. H. HooPER and W, C. PHILLIPS. With numerous
Illustrations. Second Edition, revised. 16mo. 4s. 6d.
1t is one of the most complete, and beyond all comparison, the

handiest volume of the kind.’—ATHENEUM,

Hopkins.— ROSE TURQUAND. A Novel. By ELLICE
HopkINs. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.
¢ Rose Turquand is a noble hevoine, and the storvy of her sufferings
and of her sacrifice is most touching. A tale of rave excellence.””—
STANDARD,

Horace.—WORD FOR WORD FROM HORACE. The Odes
literally versified. By W, T. THORNTON, C.B. Crown 8vo,
7s. 6d.

Hunt.—TALKS ABOUT ART. By WiLLiAM HuNT. With
a Letter by J. E. MirLLals. Crown 8vo. 3s. 64.
¢ They are singularly racy and suggestive,”——PALL MALL
GAZETTE,

Irving.—Works by WASHINGTON IRVING.

OLD CHRISTMAS. From the Sketch Book. With upwards
of 100 Illustrations by Randolph Caldecott, engraved by J. D.
Cooper. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth elegant. 6s.
¢ This little volume is indeed a gem.”—DAILY NEWS., % One of the

best and prettiest volumes we have seen this year. . . . . All the
tllustrations are equally charming and equally worthy of the im-
mortal words to which they are wedded,”—SATURDAY REVIEW,

BRACEBRIDGE HALL. With 120 illustrations by R. Caldecott.

Crown 8vo. cloth gilt. 6s.

$¢ No one who has seen * Old Christmas, issued last year with
charming dlustrations by My. Caldecott, is likely to forget the
Pleasure he derived from turning over its pages. Text and illus-
trations, both having a fl of quaint, old-faskioned hwmowr,
fit into each other to perfection, and leave an impression obsolutely
wwigue. . . . This work is in mo respect behind s Pve
decessor.”—GLOBE,
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Kingsley (C.)—comtinued.
MADAM HOW AND LADY WHY ; or, First Lessons in Farth-
Lore for Children. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.
HEALTH EDUCATION. New Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s.

Kingsley (H.)—Works by HaNRY KINGSLEY :—
THE LOST CHILD. With Eight Illustrations by FRoLICH
Crown 4to. cloth gilt. 3+. 64, .
““ A patheic story, and told so as to give cAildrem am sintevest in
Australian ways and scenery.”— GLOBE.  ““Very charmingly and
very touchingly told.”—SATURDAY REVIEW,

TALES OF OLD TRAVEL. R&!.m.rmted. With Eight full-
page Illustrations by IIUARD. Fifth Edition. Crown S8vo.
cloth, extra gilt. §s.

“We know no better book for those who want knowledge or sechto
refresh it As for the ‘sensational,’ most novels are tame com
pared with these narratives.”—ATHENEUM.  * Exactly the book
to interest and 1o do good to intelligent and Aigh-spirited boys,"—
LITERARY CHURCHMAN,

Knatchbull-Hugessen.—Works by E. H. KNATCHBULL
HuGEssEN, M. P, :—

CRACKERS FOR CHRISTMAS. More Stories. With Ilustrs-
tions by JELLICOE and ELwes.  Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo. §s.
A fascinating little volume, whick will make kim friends in every

kousehold in whick there are children.”—DAILY NEws,

QUEER FOLK. FAIRY STORIES. Illustrated by S, E.
WALLER. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth gilt. 5.

““ Decidedly the author's happiest effort. « « « One of the best story
books o_/};he year.”—HOUR.

Knox.—SONGS OF CONSOLATION. By IsA Crarc Knox

Extra fcap. 8vo. Cloth extra, gilt edges. 4. 6d.

“¢ The verses are truly sweet ; there is in them not only muck gensine
poetic quality, but an ardent, flowing devotedness, and a ar
skill in propounding theological tenels in the most gyacefsl way,
which any divine might envy.” —SCOTSMAN.

Leading Cases done into English. Byan Apprentice of
Lincoln’s Inn. Third Edition. Crown 8vo. 2s. 64
“ The versifier of these ‘ Leading Cases’ has beer. most successful.
He kas surrounded his legal distinctions with a halo of mock
tassion whick is in itself in the highest degree enlerlaining, especi-
ally when the style of the difjerent modern poels is so admirably
kit off that the cloud of associations which hangs round one.q
Mr. Swinburne's, or Mr. Rossetti's, or Mr. Browning’s, or Mr.
Clough's, or Mr. Tennyson's poems, is summoned up fo sef of
the mock temderness or mock patriotism of the stvaim wsagn—
SPECTATOR.
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Leland.—JOHNNYKIN AND THE GOBLINS. By C. G.
LELAND, Author of * Hans Breitmann’s Ballads.” With numerous
Illustrations by the Author. Crown 8vo. 6s.
 Mr. Leland is rich in fantastic conception and full e;f rollicking

Jun, and youngsters will amasingly enjoy his book.” —BRITISH
QUARTERLY REVIEW.

Life and Times of Conrad the Squirrel. A Story
for Children, By the Author of ¢ Wandering Willie,” ¢ Effie’s
Friends,” &c. With a Frontispiece by R. FARREN, Second
Edition. Crown 8vo. 3s. 64.

“ Having commenced on the first page, we were compelled to go on fo
the conclusion, and this we predict will be the case with every one
who opens the book.””—PALL MALL GAZETTE.

Little Estella, and other FAIRY TALES FOR THE YOUNG.
18mo. cloth extra. 2s, 64,

Loftie.—FORTY-SIX SOCIAL TWITTERS. By Mgs., LOFTIE.
Second Edition, 16mo. 2s. 64.

SMany of these essays are bright and pleasant, and extremely sen-
sible yemarks are scattered about the book.”—ATHENZEUM,

Lorne.—Works by the MARQUIS OF LORNE :—

GUIDO AND LITA: A TALE OF THE RIVIERA. A Poem.
Third Edition. Small 4to. cloth elegant, with Illustrations. 7s. 64.
¢ Lord Lorne has the gifts of expression as well as the feclings of a
poet.”—TIMES. *“ A volume of graceful and harmonious verse.”’—
STANDARD. *‘ We may congratulate the Marquis on something
more than a mere succds a'estime.”—GRAPHIC. *‘ Lucidity of
thought and gracetulness of expression abound in this attractive

poem.”—MORNING PosT.

THE BOOK OF THE PSALMS, LITERALLY RENDERED
%N VERSE. With Three Illustrations. Third Edition. Crown
vo., 75, 6d.

¢ His wersion is suck a great improvement upon Rous that it will be
surprising should it not supplant the old versson in the Scottish
churches. . . . on the whole, it would not be rask, to call Lord
Lorne's the best rhymed Psalter we have,”—ATHENZEUM,

Lowell.—COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS of JAMES RUSSELL
Lovev‘l;LL. With Portrait, engraved by Jeens. 18mo. cloth extra.
4s. 6d.

““ AUl readers who are able to recognise and appreciate genvine verse
will give a glad welcome to this beautiful little volwme! —R W
MALL GAZETTE.
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Lyttelton.—Works by Lorp LYTTELTON :—

THE “COMUS” OF MILTON, rendered into Greek Verse,
Extra fcap. 8vo. 5. .

THE “SAMSON AGONISTES” OF MILTON, rendered into
Greek Verse. Extra fcap. 8vo. 6. 64,

Maclaren.—THE FAIRY FAMILY. A series of Ballads and
Metrical Tales illustrating the Fairy Mythology of Europe. By
ARCHIBALD MACLAREN. With Frontispiece, Tllustrated Title,
and Vignette. Crown 8vo, gilt. 5.

Macmillan’s Magazine.—Published Monthly. Price 1.
Volumes I, to XXXIX, are now ready. 7%s. 64, each,

Macquoid.—Works by KATHARINE S. MAcQuoID.
PATTY. Third and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.

% A book to be read.”—STANDARD, ‘A powerful and fascinating
story,”"—DAILY TELEGRAPH,

THE BERKSHIRE LADY. Crown 8vo, 10s. 6d,

Maguire,—YOUNG PRINCE MARIGOLD, AND OTHER
AIRY STORIES. By the late JoHN FRANCIS MAGUIRE, M.P.
Ilustrated by S. E. WALLER. Globe 8vo. gilt. 4s. 64.

Mahaffy.—Works by J. P. MAHAFFY, M.A., Fellow of Trinity
College, Dublin.

SOCIAL LIFE IN GREECE FROM HOMER TO MENAN-
DER. Third Edition, enlarged, with New Chapter on Greek
Art. Crown 8vo. os. :
¢ Should be in the kands of all who desire thoroughly to understand

and to enjoy Greek literature, and to get an intelligent idea of the
old Greek life.”—GUARDIAN,

RAMBLES AND STUDIES IN GREECE. Illustrated. Second
Edition, revised and enlarged, with Map. Crown 8vo. 10s. 64.
“ A singularly instructive and agreeable volume.”—ATHENZUM.
¢ This charmingly picturesque and lively volume.”—EXAMINER.

Massey.—SONGS OF THE NOONTIDE REST. By Lucy
MASSEY, Author of ‘‘Thoughts from a Girl’s Life.” Fcap. 8vo.
cloth extra, 4s. 64.

Masson (Mrs.)—THREE CENTURIES OF ENGLISH
POETRY : being selections from Chaucer to Herrick, with Intro-
ductions and Notes by Mrs. MAssON and a general introduction by
PROFESSOR MAssON.  Extra fcap. 8vo. 3s. 64,
¢ Most excellently done. The selections are made with good taste

and discrimination. The notes, too, ave to the point. We cam
most sirongly recommend the book,”—WESTMINSTER REVIEW.
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Masson (Professor).—Works by Davip MassoN, M.A.,
Professor of Rhetoric and English Literature in the University
of Edinburgh.

WORDSWORTH, SHELLEY, KEATS, AND OTHER
ESSAYS, Crown 8vo. 5s. :

CHATTERTON : A Story of the Year 1770. Crown 8vo. §s.

THE THREE DEVILS: LUTHER'S, MILTON’S, and
GOETHE'S ; and other Essays. Crown 8vo. 5s.

Mazini.—IN THE GOLDEN SHELL; A Story of Palermo. By
LINDA MaziN1. With Illustrations. Globe 8vo. cloth gilt, 4s. 64,

Merivale.—KEATS’ HYPERION, rendered into Latin Verse.
By C. MEeRrivaLe, B.D. Second Edition. Extra fcap, 8vo,

3s. 6d.

Milner.—~THE LILY OF LUMLEY. By EDITH MILNER,
Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d.

Milton’s Poetical Works.—Edited with Text collated from
the best Authorities, with Introduction and Notes by DAvID
MassoN. Three vols. 8vo. 42s. With Three Portraits engraved by
C. H. JEeNs. (Uniform with the Cambridge Shakespeare.)

“ An edition of Milton whick is certain to be the standard edition
for many years to come, and whick is as complete and satisfactory
as can be conceived.” —EXAMINER.

Golden Treasury Edition, By the same Editor. With Two
Portraits. 2 vols, 18mo. 9s.

Mistral (F.)—MIRELLE, a Pastoral Epic of Provence. Trans.
lated by H. CRICHTON. Extra fcap. 8vo. 6s.

Mitford (A. B.)—TALES OF OLD JAPAN. By A. B,
MiTFORD, Second Secretary to the British Legation in Japan.
With Illustrations drawn and cut on Wood by Japanese Artists
New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s,
¢ They will always be interesting as memorials of a most exceptional

society ; while, regarded simply as tales, they are sparkling, sensas
tional, and dramatic.”—PALL MALL GAZETTE.

Molesworth, — Works by Mrs. MOLESWORTH (ENNIS
GRAHAM) ;: —
GRANDMOTHER DEAR. Illustrated by WALTER CRANE,
Eighth Thousand, Extra feap. 8vo. cloth gilt. 4s. 64,
¢ Charmingly written pages, full of delightful but simple adventures,
kealthy in tone.”—EXAMINER.
TELL ME A STORY. Illustrated by WALTER CRANE. Globe
8vo. gilt. 4s. 64. Fifth Thousand,
¢ So delightful that we are inclined to join in the petition, and we
hope :ie may soon tell us more stories,””—ATHENAEUM,
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Molesworth (Mrs.)—xsene’.

¢ CARROTS": JUST A LITTLE BOY. Illustrated by WALTE:

Czase. Nx=X Thossand. Globe 8vo. gilt, 4s. 6J.

* Ome 3f tae comevest and mast pleasing stories it has beem our gool
rrimme & weot =itk for oome time.  * Carvots” amd kis sister art
deirkem) 22 Seim;s, whom to vead about is at omce to be becom
vy roms 6. —EXAMINER.

THE CUCKDO CLOCK. Iiustrated by WALTER CRANE. Eishth
T=:asand. Globe 8vo. gilt. 4s5. 64
“ A deascisd cde tovy. . . . Tt will Be yead with ddisY by
oy chkid intowhosehandsit is placed. . . . Emnis Grokan
Zroria ol the proise that Ras beem, is, amd will be, bestowed o
* 14e Cuckoo Clock.  Childrew's stories are plentifal, but on likt
13i: is mot to e met with every day.” —PALL MALL GAZETTE

THE TAPESTRY ROOM. Illostrated by WALTER CRANE
Globe 8vo, gilt. 4. 6. [Zmmediatey

Moulton.—SWALLOW FLIGHTS. Poems by Louisa CHAND

LER MOULTOX. Extra fcap. 8vo. 4s. 64,

The ATHEN.EUM says :—*‘ Mrs. Moulton Ras a real claim to ation:
tiom. It is not too muchk to say of these poems that they exhibt
delicate and rare beauty, marked originality, and perfection of
style.  What is still better, they impress us with a sense of vivia
and sublie imagination, and that spontancous feeiing whick is the
essence of lyrical poetry.”

Moultrie.—POEMS by Joux MoULTRIE. Complete Edition.
2 vols. Crown 8vo. 7s. each.
Vol. I. MY BROTHER'S GRAVE, DREAM OF LIFE, &
With Memoir by the Rev. Prebendary COLERIDGE.
Vol. II. LAYS OF THE ENGLISH CHURCH, and other Poems.
;_V%hAngﬁca of the Rectors of Rugby, by M. H. BroxmaM.

Mrs. Jerningham’s Journal. A Poem purporting to be the

Jonaal of a newly-married Lady. Third Edition. Fecap. 8vo.

3s. 64,

It is nearly a perfat gem. We have kad nothing so gvod for
long time, and those who neglect to read it are n%xtz'ng w,u of
the jewels of contemporary history.”—EDINBURGH DAILY RE-
VIEW. *‘ One gquality in the piece, sufficient of itself to claim a
moment's atltention, is that it is unique—original, indeed, is mot too
Stromg a word—in the of its ettion and
—PALL MALL GAZETTE.

Anen !’
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Mudie.—STRAY LEAVES. ByC.E.Mupie. New Edition.
Extra fcap. 8vo. 3s. 64. Contents :—*His and Mine”—
¢“Night and Day ”—¢¢ One of Many,” &c.

This little volume consists of a number of poems, mostly of a genisinel
devotional character. *“ They are for the most paJr,'t{o u'qumlei;
sweet a:1d delicate as to be quite a marvel of composition. They are
worthy of being laid up in the vecesses of the heart, and recalled fo
memory [romn time to fime.”—ILLUSTRATED LONDON NEWS.

Murray.—ROUND ABOUT FRANCE. By E. C. GRENVILLE
Murray. Crown 8vo, 7. 64.
“ 4 most amusing series of articles.’—ATHENZEUM.

Myers (Ernest).—Works by ERNEST MYERS :—
THE PURITANS. Extra feap. 8vo. cloth. 2s. 64.

POEMS. Extra fcap. 8vo. 4s. 64.

¢ -The diction is excellent, the rhythm falis pleasantly on the ear,
there is a classical flavour in the verse which is eminently grateful,
the thought and imagery are poctical in character,”—PALL MALL
GAZETTE.

Myers (F. W. H.)—POEMS. By F. W, H, Myers. Con
taining ¢ St, Paul,” “St. John,” and others, Extra fcap. 8vo
4s. 64. .
1t is yare to find a writer who combines to such an extent the faculty
of communicating feelings with the faculty of euphonious expres-
ston.”’—SPECTATOR.
ST. PAUL. A Poem. New Edition. Extra fcap. 8vo. 2s 6d.

Nichol.—HANNIBAL, A HISTORICAL DRAMA. By JoHN
NicHoL, B.A. Oxon., Regius Professor of English Language and
Literature in the University of Glasgow. Extra fcap. 8vo. ¥s. 64,

Nine Years Old.—By the Author of *St. Olave’s,” * When I
was a Little Girl,” &c. Illustrated by FRSLICH. Fourth Edition,
Extra fcap. 8vo. cloth gilt. 4s. 64.

Noel.—BEATRICE AND OTHER POEMS. By the HoN.
RopEN NoEL., Fcap. 8vo. 6s. :

Noel (Lady Augusta).—Works by LAy AuGusTA NOEL :—
OWEN GWYNNE'S GREAT WORK. Cheaper Edition.
Crown 8vo. 6s.

FROM GENERATION TO GENERATION. Two N [NCN
Crown 8vo. \Shortly-
3
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Norton.—Works by the Hon, Mrs, NORTON :—

{ THE LADY OF LA GARAYE, With Vignette and Frontisplece.
Eighth Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 4s. 64.

¢ Full of thought well expressed, ana may be classed among her best
efforts.”—TIMES.

OLD SIR DOUGLAS. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.

Oliphant.—Works by Mrs, OLIPHANT :—

AGNES HOPETOUN’S SCHOOLS AND HOLIDAYS. New
Edition with Illustrations. Royal 16mo. gilt leaves. 4s. 64.

A SON OF THE SOIL. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.

- THE CURATE IN CHARGE. Crown 8vo. 6s. Sixth Edition

““ We can pronounce it one of the happiest of her vecent efforts.”—
TIMEs.

THE MAKERS OF FLORENCE: Dante, Giotto, Savonarola,
and their City. With Illustrations from Drawings by Professor
Delamotte, and a Steel Portrait of Savonarola, engraved by C. H.
JEENS, Second Edition with Preface. Medium 8vo. Cloth extra.
21s.

The EDINBURGH REVIEW says *‘ We cannot leave this subject
without expressing our admiration for the beautiful volume whick
Mys. Oliphant kas devoted to the * Makers of Flovence’—one of
the most dlegant and interesting books whick has been inspived in
our time by the arts and annals of that celebrated Republic.”

YOUNG MUSGRAVE. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.
THE BELEAGUERED CITY. Crown 8vo. [Shkortly.

Our Year. A Child’s Book, in Prose and Verse. By the Author
of “John Halifax, Gentleman.” Illustrated by CLARENCE
DoBELL. Royal 16mo. 3. 64.

Palgrave.—Works by Francis TURNER PALGRAVE, M.A., late
Fellow of Exeter College, Oxford :—

“THE FIVE DAYS’ ENTERTAINMENTS AT WENTWORTH
GRANGE. A Book for Children. With Illustrations by ARTHUR
Hucnes, and Engraved Title-page by JEENS, Small 4to, cloth
extra, .

LYRICAL POEMS. Extra fcap. 8vo. 6.
¢ 4 volume of pure quict verse, sparkling with tender meodies, and
alive with thoughis of gemuine poetry. . . . Turn where we vwill
throughout the volume, we find traces of beauty, tenderness, and
truth ; true poel's work, touched and refined by the master-hand of
@ real artisty who shows his genius cven in trifles,”—STANDARD,
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Palgrave—continued,

ORIGINAL HYMNS. Third Edition, enlarged, 18mo. 1s. 64,
“So choice, so perfect, and so vefined, so lender in fecing, and so
sckolarly in expression, that we look with special snterest to every-
thing that ke gyves us.”—LITERARY CHURCHMAN,

GOLDEN TREASURY OF THE BEST SONGS AND LYRICS
Edited by F. T. PALGRAVE. 18mo, 4s. 6d.

SHAKESPEARE'S SONNETS AND SONGS. Edited by F. T.
PALGrAVE., With Vignette Title by JEENS., (Golden Treasury
Series.) 18mo. 4. 6d. .

THE CHILDREN'S TREASURY OF LYRICAL POETRY.
Selected and arranged with Notes by F. T. PALGRAVE., 18mo.
25, 6d., and in Two Parts, Is. each.

HERRICK : SELECTIONS FROM THE LYRICAL POEMS.
With Notes. (Golden Treasury Series,) 18mo. 4s. 64.

PRINCESS SNOWDROP. A Child’s Story. Extra fcap. 8vo,
[Shkortly.

Pater.—THE RENAISSANCE. Studiesin Artand Poetry. By
WALTER PATER, Fellow of Brasenose College, Oxford. Second
Edition, Revised, with Vignette, engraved by C. H. Jeens. Crown
8vo. 10s. 6d.

“ My. Pater's Studies in the Ristory of the Remaissance, constilulz
she most vemarkable example of this younger movement towards a

| fresh and inner criticism, and they are in themselves a singular
and intevestsng addition to litevature, The subjects are of the very
kind in whick we need instruction and guidance, and there is a
moral in the very choice of them. From the point of view of form
and literary comdosition they ave striking in the highest degree.
They sntroduce to English readers a new and distinguished master
in the great ana dificult art of writing prose. Their style is
marked by a flavour at once full and exquisite, by a gquality that
mixes richness with delicacy and a firm coherency with infinite
subtlety.” —FORTNIGHTLY REVIEW,

Patmore.—THE CHILDREN’S GARLAND, from the Best
Poets. Selected and arranged by COVENTRY PATMORE. New
Edition. With Illustrations by J. LAWsoN. Crown 8vo. gilt. 6s.
Golden Treasury Edition. 18mo. 4s. 64.

Peel. — ECHOES FROM HOREB, AND OTHER RQEMS.
By EDMUND PEEL,” Author of ¢ An Andient Ty’ e, Sxows
8ve. 35, 6d4.

Y 3
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Pember.—THE TRAGEDY OF LESBOS. A Dramatic Poem.
By E. H. PEMBER. Fcap, 8vo. 4. 64.

Phillips.—BENEDICTA. A Novel. By Mrs. ALFRED PHILLIPS.
3 Vols. Crown 8vo. 315, 6d.

Phillips (S. K.)—ON THE SEABOARD ; and Other Poems.
By SusaN K. PHiLLIPS. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 5s.
““ There is muck that is ckarming in these poems, and well worth
preserving.”’—EXAMINER.

Philpot. — A POCKET OF PEBBLES, WITH A FEW
SHELLS ; Being Fragments of Reflection, now and then with
Cadence, made up mostly by the Sea-shore. By the Rev. W. B.
PHILPOT. Second. Edition, picked, sorted, and polished anew ;
with Two Illustrations by GEORGE SM1TH, Fcap. 8vo. 5.

Poets (English).—a SELECTION OF ENGLISH POETRY,
with Introductions. Edited by T, H, WARD, M.A. Four Vols.
Crown 8vo, (Vals. I. and II. will be published in November.)

Poole.—PICTURES OF COTTAGE LIFE IN THE WEST
OF ENGLAND. By MARGARET E. PooLE. New and Cheaper
Edition. With Frontispiece by R. Farren. Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d.

Population of an Old Pear Tree. From the French
of E. VAN BruvsseL. Edited by the Author of * The Heir of
Redclyffe.” With Jlustrations by BECKER. Cheaper Edition.
Crown 8vo. gilt. 4s. 64.

¢ 4 whimsical and charming little book.” —ATHENEUM,

Potter—LANCASHIRE MEMORIES. By LouisA POTTER.
Crown 8vo. 6s.

“ 4 short and simple story of family life in ¢ One Sweet” Village,

told with an unpretending grace and gentle humour which we

should often be glad to meet with in more ambitious pages.”’—
DaiLy News. -

Prince Florestan of Monaco, The Fall of. By
HimseLr. New Edition, with Illustration and Map. 8vo. cloth.
Extra gilt edges, §5. A French Translation, §s. Also an Edition
for the People. Crown 8vo. 1s.

Quin,.—~GARDEN RECEIPTS. Edited by CHARLES QUIN.
Crown 8vo., 2s. 64,

T%e most useful book for the garden that has been published for
rome time.” —FLORIST AND YOMOLOGIST.
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Rachel Olliver—a Novel. 3 vols. Crown 8vo. 31s. 6d.

Re%lmzh.—By the Author of “Frends in Council” Crown
vo, 6s. ’ .

Rhoades.—POEMS. By James RuOADES, Feap. 8vo. 4s. 64,

Richardson.—THE ILIAD OF THE EAST. A Selection of
Legends drawn from Valmiki’s Sanskrit Poem, ‘‘ The Ramayana,”
By FREDERIKA RICHARDSON. Crown 8vo. 7s. 64.

Rimmer.—ANCIENT STREETS AND ITOMESTEADS OF
ENGLAND. By ALFRED RIMMER. With Introduction by the
Very Rev. J. S. Howson, D.D., Dean of Chester. With 150
Illustrations by the Author. Royal 8vo, cloth elegant. Cheaper
issue. 10s. 64.
¢ AUl the illustrations are clear and good, and they are eminently

truthful. . . . A book whick gluddens the eye while it instructs
and improves the mind.”—STANDARD. *‘ One of the most
interesting and beautiful books we have seem this season. . .
1t is full of knowledge, the result of exact and faithful study, most
readable and interesting ; the dlustrations are simply exquisite,”
—NONCONFORMIST.

Robinson.—GEORGE LINTON ; or, THE FIRST YEARS
OF AN ENGLISH COLONY. By JouN RosiNnsoN, F.R.G.S.
Crown 8vo. 7. 6d.

Rossetti.—Works by CHRISTINA ROSSETTI :—
POEMS. Complete Edition, containing * Goblin Market,” ¢¢ The
grince's Progress,” & With Four Illustrations, Extra fcap.
vo.

SPEAKING LIKENESSES. Illustrated by ARTHUR HUGHES,
Crown 8vo. gilt edges. 4s. 64.
 Certain to be a delight to many o juvenile fireside civcle,”—
MORNING PosT,

Ruth and her Friends. A Story for Girls. With a Frontis-
piece. Seventh Edition. Extra fcap. 8vo. 4s. 64. -

Scouring of The White Horse; or, the Long
VACATION RAMBLE OF A LONDON CLERK. Ilustrated
by DoyLE, Imp. 16mo. Cheaper Issue, 3s. 64.

Shakespeare.—The Works of WILLIAM SHARESPRARR., Ceme
bridge Edition. Edited by W. Gronc® CLARE, W.A. == W.
ALDIS WRIGHT, M.A. Nine vols. %vo. Aot
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Shakespeare’s Plays.—An attempt to determine the Chrono-
logical Order. By the Rev. H. PAINE SToXEs, B.A. Extra
feap. 8vo. 4. 6d.

Shakespeare Scenes and Characters.—A Series of
Tlustrations designed by ADAMO, HOFMANN, MAXART, PECHT,
SCHWOERER, and SPEISS, engraved on Steel by BANKEL, BAUER,
GOLDBERG, RaAAB, and ScHMIDT; with Explanatory Text,
selected and arranged by Professor DOWDEN, Royal 8vo. Cloth
elegant. 2/ 125, 64,

Also a LARGE PAPER EDITION, India Proofs, Folio, half.
morocco elegant, 4J. 14s. 64,

Shakespeare’s Tempest. Edited with Glossarial and Ex-

planatory Notes, by the Rev. J. M. JepHsOoN, New Edition,
18mo. Is.

Slil; (A) in the Fens.—Illustrated by the Author. Crown
vo. :

Smedley.—TWO DRAMATIC POEMS. By MENELLA BUTE
- -SMEDLEY, Author of ‘‘ Lady Grace,” &c. Extra fcap. 8vo. 6s.
¢ May be read with enjoyment and profit,”—SATURDAY REVIEW.

Smisth.—POEMS. By CATHERINE BARNARD SmiTH. Feap,
vo. 5§

Smith- (Rev. Walter).—HYMNS OF CHRIST AND THE
CHRISTIAN LIFE. "By the Rev. WALTER C. SMITH, M.A.
Fcap. 8vo. 6s. .

Southesk.—THE MEDA MAIDEN : AND OTHER POEMS
By the Earl of Southesk, K.T. Extra fcap. 8vo. 7s.
S It is pleasant in these days, when there is so much artificial and
werse published, to come across a book so thovoughly fresh
and healthy as Lovd Southesk's. . . . There is an infinite charm
about them in their spontaneity and their healthful philosophy, in
the fervent love for nature whick is their distinguishing character-
istic, and .the manly and wholesome tome which pervades every
page’—SCOTSMAN.

Stephen (C. E.)—THE SERVICE OF THE POOR; beu:s
' an Inquiry into the Reasons for and m Establishment

Religious” Sisterhoods for Charitable

EMILIA STEPHEN, Crown 8vo, 6 64.

$¢ It touches incidentally and with much wisdom and lenderness on
50 many of the relations of women, particularly of single womes,
wilh society, that it may be. read 'qntlc aabﬁnlage by many who
Aave never thought of entering a Sisterhood > —SveCTATOR,

By CAROLINE
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Stephens (J. B.)—CONVICT ONCE. A Poem. By J.
BRUNTON STEPHENS, Extra fcap. 8vo. 3s. 6d.
“It is as far more interesting tham ninety-nine novels out of a
hundred, as it is superior to them in power, worth, and hau{y.
We should most strongly advise everybody to read ¢ Convict Once,” "
—WESTMINSTER REVIEW,

Streets and Lanes of a City: Being the Reminiscences
of AMy DuTrToN, With a Preface by the BIsHOP OF SALIS-
BURY, Second and Cheaper Edition. Globe 8vo. 2s. 6d.

“One of the most really striking books that has ever come before us.”
—LITERARY CHURCHMAN,

Thompson.—A HANDBOOK TO THE PUBLIC PICTURE
GALLERIES OF EUROPE., With a brief sketch of the
History of the various schools of Painting from the thirteenth
century to the eighteenth, inclusive, By KATE THOMPSON.
Second Edition, Revised and Enlarged. Extra fcap. 8vo. - 6s.

“ A4 very remarkable memoir of the several great schools of painting,
and a singularly lucid exhibition of the principal treasures of all
the chiet and some of the smaller picture galleries of Europe.
This unpretending book whick does so muck jor the kistory of art
is also a traveller's guide-book; a guide-book, moreover, so con-
venient in arrangement and comprehensive in design that it will
not fail lo become the companion of the majority of English
tourists, . . . The large crowd of ordinary connoisseurs who
only care to know a little about pictures, and the choicer body of
sntelligent students of all artistic objects that fall in their way, will
extol the compact litlle volume as the model of what an art
explorer’s vade mecum skould be. It will also be found in the
highest degree serviceable to the more learned comnoisseurs and
erudite authorities on the matter of art.”—MORNING PoST.

Thring.—SCHOOL SONGS. A Collection of Songs for Schools.
With the Music arranged for four Voices. Edited by the Rev. E.
THrING and H, Riccius. Folio. 75, 64,

Tom Brown’s School Days.—By Ax OLp Bov.
Golden Treasury Edition, 4s. 64, People’s Edition, 2s,
With Seven Illustrations by A. HUuGHES and SYDNEY HALL,
Crown 8vo. 6.
¢ The most famous boy's book in the language,”—DAILY NEWS,

Tom Brown at Oxford.—New Edition. With Illustrations.
Crown 8vo. 6s. -
¢ Ins no other work that we can call to mind ave th‘o; finer ‘“‘%%n“‘s
the English gentleman more h“ffd’ ayed. ——mm‘: .
“A book of great power and truth —NATIONAL RINVER.
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Tourgenief,.—VIRGIN SOIL. By I. TOURGENIEF. Trans-
lated by AsuToN W. DILKE. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.
“ If we want to know Russian life and socicty in all its phases . . .
we cannot do better than take up the works of the greatest of
Russian novelists, and one of the greatest in all European litera-

ture, Tvan Tourgenief.’—DAILY NEWS,

Trench.—Works by R. CHENEVIX TRENCH, D.D., Archbishop
of Dublin. (For other Works by this Author, see THEOLOGICAL,
HiIsTORICAL, and PHILOSOPHICAL CATALOGUES.)

POEMS. Collected and arranged anew. Fcap. 8vo. 7s. 6d.

HOUSEHOLD BOOK OF ENGLISH POETRY. Selected and
arranged, with Notes, by Archbishop TRENCH. Third Edition,
revised, extra fcap. 8vo. §s. 6d.

8 The Archbishop has conferred in this delightful volume an imporiant
2ift on the whole English-speaking population of the world,”—
PaLL MALL GAZETTE.

SACRED LATIN POETRY,’ Chie_!}y Lyrical. Selected and
RE

arranged for Use. By Archbisho, NCH., Third Edition,
Corrected and Improved. Fcap. 8vo. 7s.

Turner.—Works by the Rev. CHARLES TENNYSON TURNER :—
SONNETS. Dedicated to his Brother, the Poet Laureate. Fcap,
8vo. 4s. 6d.

SMALL TABLEAUX. Fcap. 8vo. 4s. 64,

Tyrwhitt.—OUR SKETCHING CLUB. Letters and Studies
on Landscape Art. By Rev. R. ST. JoHN TYRWHITT, M.A.
With an Authorized Reproduction of the Lessons and Woodcuts
in Professor Ruskin’s ‘‘ Elements of Drawing.” Second Edition.
Crown 8vo. 7s. 64.

Under the Limes.—By the Author of * Christina North.”
Second Edition, Crown 8vo. 6s.

Webster.—Works by AUGUSTA WEBSTER :—

S If Myrs, Webster only vemains true to herself, she will asswredly
take a higher rank as a poet than any woman Ras yet done”—
‘WESTMINSTER REVIEW,

DRAMATIC STUDIES. Extra fcap. 8vo. 5¢

“ A volume as strongly marked by perfect taste as by poctic power.”—
NONCONFORMIST.
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Webster (Augusta)—continucd.

A WOMAN SOLD, AND OTHER POEMS. Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d.
““ Mys. Webster has shown us that ske is able to draw admirvably
Jrom the life; that she can observe with subllely, and rendey her
observations with delicacy ; that she can impersonate complex con-
ceptions and venlure into recesses of the ideal world into which
Jfew living writers can follow her.”” —GUARDIAN,

PORTRAITS. Second Edition. Extra fcap, 8vo. 3s. 64,

“Mrs, Webster's poems _exhibit simplicity and tenderness . . . Rer
taste is perfect . . . This simplicily is combined with a subilety of
thought, feeling, and observation whick demand that attention which
only real lovers of poetry are apt to bestow.”—WESTMINSTER
ReviEw,

“ Closeness and simplicity combined with literary skill.” — ATHE-
NEUM. “‘ Mrs. Webster's ¢ Dramatic Studies’ and ¢ Translaton
of Prometkeus’ have won for her an honourable place among our
female poets, She wriles with remarkable vigour and dramatic
realization, and bids ‘ﬁu'r 0 be the most successful claimant of Mrs.
Browning’s mantle.”—BRITISH QUARTERLY REVIEW.

MEDEA OF EURIPIDES. Literally translated into English
Verse. Extra fcap, 8vo. 3s. 6d.
“ Mrs. Webster's translation surpasses our utmost expectations. 1t is
a photograph of the original without any of that harshness whick
50 of2en accompanies a photograph’— WESTMINSTER REVIEW,

THE AUSPICIOUS DAY. A Dramatic Poem. Extra fcap.8vo. 5s.
¢ The * Auspicious Day’ shows a marked advance, not only in art,
but, in what is of far move importance, in breadth of thought and
intellectual grasp.”—WESTMINSTER REVIEW. ¢ Z%is drama is
a manifestation of kigh dvamatic power om the part of the gifted
writer, and entitled to our warmest admiration, as a worthy piece

of work,”—STANDARD.

YU-PE-YA'S LUTE. A Chinese Tale in English Verse, Extra
fcap, 8vo. 35.64.. . -

“A very charming tale, charmingly told in dainty verse, with
occasional lyrics of tender beauty.”—STANDARD.  * We close the
book with the venewed conviction that in Mys. Webster we have a
2rofound and original poet. The book is marked not by mere
sweetness of melody—rare as that gift is—but by the infinitely
rarer gifis of dramatic power, of passion, and sympathetic inssght.”
—WESTMINSTER REVIEW.

A HOUSEWIFE'S OPINIONS. Crown 8vo. 7s.6d.

$Mys. Webster has studied social subjects profoundly, and her
opinions are worthy of every consideration. . . . No one can yead
Mrs. Webster's looks without immediately perceiving she is a
woman of genius, possessed of vemarkable commonsense and a
rare faculty of expression.”—MORNING POST.
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White.—RHYMES BY WALTER WHITE. S8vo. 7s 6

Whittier.—JOHN GREENLEAF WHITTIER’S POETICAI
WORKS. Compicte Edition, with Portrait engraved by C. H
gENS. 18mo. 4. GL
My. Whittier has all the smooth mclody and the pathos of the autho
affﬂkwlh,’riaam-irdytfmudl
guainter fancy.” —GRAPHIC.

Willoughby.—FAIRY GUARDIANS. A Book for the Young.
By F. WiLLOUGHBY. Illustrated. Crown 8vo. gilt. 55,
*“A dainty and ddicious tale of the good old-faskioned type."—
SATURDAY REVIEW.

Wolf.—THE LIFE AND HABITS OF WILD ANIMALS.
Twenty Ilinstrations by JosEPH WOLF, engraved by J. W. and E.
WayMrER, With descriptive Letter-press, by D. G. Evior,
F.L.S. Super royal 4to, cloth extra, gilt edges. 21s.

This is the last series of drawings which will be made by My. Wi,
cither upon wood or stome.  The PALL MALL GAZETTR says:
8 The fierce, untamable side of brute nature has never yeceived o
more robust and vigorous interpretation, and the various incidests
in whick particular character is shown are set forth with rare dre-
matic power. For excellence that will endure, we incline to place
this very near the top of the list of Christmas books.” And th
ART JOURNAL obscrves, *“ Rarely, if ever, have we seen animol
life more /ora'&{y and beautifully depicted tham in this relly
splendid volume.” :

Also, an Edition in royal folio, Proofs before Letters, each Proo
signed by the Engravers.

Woolner.—MY BEAUTIFUL LADY. By THOMAS WOOLNER
With a Vignette by A. HuGHEs. Third Edition. Fcap. 8vo. §s.
¢ No man can read this poem without being strsuck by the fitmess and

Jinish of the workmanship, so to speak, as well as By the chastenss
and unprdending loftiness of thought whick pervades the whole”
—GLOBE. .

Words from the Poets. Selected by the Editor of *Rap
of Sunlight.” With a Vignette and Frontispiece. 18mo. limp, 1
¢ The selection aims at popwlarity, and deserves it.’—GUARDIAN,

Wordsworth, SELECT POEMS OF. Chosen and Edited,
with Preface by MaraEw hwxsowo. Fie FEdition of the
Golden Tressury Volume,  Crown 3, Tasd-wmde e with
Portrait of Wordswarth, eograved by G W Yewws | - et

* on India Papes. N



e o -——

-~

BELLES LETTRES. 27

Yonge (C. M.)—New Illustrated Edition of Novels and Tales
by CHARLOTTE M. YONGE,

In Sixteen Monthly Volumes :—
Vor. I. THE HEIR OF REDCLYFFE, With Illustrations by
KATE GREENAWAY, Crown 8vo. 6.

II. HEARTSEASE. With Illustrations by KATE GREENAWAY,
Crown 8vo.

III. HOPES AND FEARS. With Illustrations by HERBERT
GaANnDY, Crown 8vo.

IV. DYNEVOR TERRACE. With Illustrations by ADRIAN
STOKES.

Yonge (C. M.)—Works by CHARLOTTE M. YONGE.
THE DAISY CHAIN. New Edition. With Illustrations.
Crown 8vo. 6s. .
THE TRIAL: MORE LINKS OF THE DAISY CHAIN.
New Edition. With Illustrations, Crown 8vo. 6s.

THE YOUNG STEPMOTHER. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.

CIéEVER WOMAN OF THE FAMILY., New Edition, Crown
vo, 6s. [

THE DOVE IN THE EAGLE'S NEST. New Edition,
Crown 8vo. 6s.

THE CAGED LION. Illustrated. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.

THE CHAPLET OF PEARLS; or, THE WHITE AND
BLACK RIBAUMONT. New Edition, Crown 8vo. 6s.

THE PRINCE AND THE PAGE, A Tale of the Last Crusade.
Tllustrated. New Edition, 18mo. 2s. 64,

THE LANCES OF LYNWOOD. New Edition, with Coloured
Illustrations. I18mo. 4. 6d.

THE LITTLE DUKE: RICHARD THE FEARLESS. New -
Edition. Illustrated. 18mo. 2s, 64,

A BOOK OF GOLDEN DEEDS OF ALL TIMES AND ALL
COUNTRIES., Gathered and Narrated Anew. GOLDEN
TREASURY SERIES). 4s. 64. Cheap Edition, Is.

CAMEOS FROM ENGLISH HISTORY. From RoLLO to
EpwaArD IL Extra fcap. 8vo. 5s. Third Edition, enlarged. ss.

SecoND SERIES. THE WARS IN FRANCE. Thixd EAoo.
Extra fcap, 8vo. 5s.

“Instead of dry details,” says the WONCONEQRMIST, ‘* we hove

living pictures, faithful, vivid, and striking®
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Yonge (C. M.)—continued.

Turp Series. THE WARS OF THE ROSES. Extra fcap.
8vo. 5s.

FOURTH SERIES. [Nearly ready.

P’s AND Q’s; or, THE QUESTION OF PUTTING UPON,
With Illustrations by C. O. Murray, New Edition. Globe
8vo, cloth gilt. 4s. 6d. :
¢ One of her most successful little pieces . . . . just what a narrative

should be, eack incident simply and naturally related, no preacking
or moralising, and yet the moral coming out most powerrully, ana
the whole story not loo long, or with the least appearance of being
spun out.”—LITERARY CHURCHMAN,

THE PILLARS OF THE HOUSE; or, UNDER WODE,
UNDER RODE, New Edition.] Two vols. crown 8vo. 12s.

LADY HESTER; or, URSULA’S NARRATIVE. New
Edition, Crown 8vo,

MY YOUNG ALCIDES; or, A FADED PHOTOGRAPH,
NewkEdition, Crown 8vo. 6s.

THE THREE BRIDES. New Edition. 2 vols, Crown 8vo.
125,

MAGNUM BONUM; or, Mother Carey’s Brood, Three Vols.
Crown 8vo. 31 6d. [Skorely.

A VOLUME OF TALES. Crown 8vo. [Skortly.
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MACMILLAN'S GOLDEN TREASURY SERIES.

UN1FoRMLY printed in 18mo., with Vignette Titles by J.
E. Mivrars, T. WooLNER, W. HoLMAN HuUNT, Sir NoEL
PaToN, ArTHUR HucHEs, &c. Engraved on Steel by
JeENs. Bound in extra cloth, 4s. 64. each volume. Also
kept in morocco and calf bindings.

8 Messrs, Macmillan kave, in their Golden Tyeasury Sevies, especially
provided editions of standard works, vol. of selected poetry, and
original compositions, whick entitle this series to be called classical,
Nothing can be better than the litevary execution, nothing more
eéefanl than the material workmanship.’—BRITISH QUARTERLY

VIEW,

The Golden Treasury of the Best Songs and
LYRICAL POEMS IN THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE.
Selected and arranged, with Notes, by FRaNCIS TURNER
PALGRAVE.

8 This delightful little volume, the Golden Treasury, whick contains
many of the best oviginal lyrical pieces and songs in our language,
grouped with care and skill, so as to dllustrate cack other like the
pictures in a well-arranged gallery.””—QUARTERLY REVIEW.

The Children’s Garland from the best Poets.

Selected and arranged by COVENTRY PATMORE.

It includes specimens of all the great masters in the art of poetry,
selected with the matured fudgment of a man concentrated on
obtaining insight into the feclings and tastes of childhood, and
desivous to awaken ils finest impulses, to cultivate its keenest sensse
bilities.>—MORNING PoOST.

The Book of Praise. From the Best English Hymn Writers,
Selected and arranged by LORD SELBORNE. 4 New and Ene.
layged Edition.

Al previous compilations 1;/ this kind must undeniably for the
present giue place to the Book of Praise. . . . The selection has
been made throughout with sound judgment and critical taste, The
pains snvolved in this compilation must have been immense, em~
bracing, as it does, every writer of note in this special province o)
Engiish literature, and ranging over the most widely dvoergenwt
tracks of religious thought” —SATURDAY WENTER.




30 GOLDEN TREASURY SERIES.

The Fairy Book; the Best Popular Fairy Stories. Selected
and rendered anew by the Author of ¢ John Halifax,
Gentleman.”

“ A delightful seleciion, in a delightful external form ; full of the
physical” splendouy and wvast opulence of proper fairy tales)'—
SPECTATOR.

The Ballad Book. A Selection of the Cholcest British Ballads,
Edited by WILLIAM ALLINGHAM.
¢ His taste as a_judge of old poetry will be found, by all acquainted with
the various readings of old English ballads, true enough to justify
kis undertaking so critical a task.”—SATURDAY REVIEW.
The Jest Book. The Choicest Anecdotes and Sayings, Selected
and arranged by MARK LEMON,
¢ The fullest and best jest book that has yet appeared.”—SATURDAY
REVIEW. ’
Bacon’s Essays and Colours of Good and Evil.
With Notes and Glossarial Index. By W. ALpis WRIGHT,
M.A

¢ The beautiful little edition of Bacon'’s Essays, now before us, does
credit to the taste and scholarship of Mr. Aldis Wright, . . . It
puts the veader in possession of all the essential literary facts and
chronology necessary for reading the Essays in connection with
Bacon’s life and times.,” —SPECTATOR.

The Pilgrim’s Progress from this World to that which is to
come. By JoHN BUNYAN.
¢ A beautiful and scholarly reprint.”’—SPECTATOR.

The Sunday Book of Poetry for the Young.
Selected and arranged by C. F. ALEXANDER.

“ A well-selected volume of Sacyed Poetry,”—SPECTATOR.

A Book of Golden Deeds ot All Times and All Countries
Gathered and narrated anew. By the Author of ‘‘ THE HEIR OF
REDCLYFFE.”

.. To the young, for whom it is especially intended, as a most
ind zresting collection of thrilling tales well told ; and to their elders,
as a useful handbook of veference, and a pleasant one to tak: up
when theiy wish is to while away a weary half-hour. We Aave
seen no prettier gift-book for a long time."—ATHENEUM,

The Adventures of Robinson Crusoe. Edited from
the Original Edition by J. W. CLARK, M.A. Fellow of Trinity
College, Cambridge.
¢ Mutilated and modified editions of this English classic are so muck

the rule, that a cheap and preity copy of it, rigidly exact to the
original, will be a prize to many book-buyers.”—EXAMINER.

The Republic of Plato. TransLATED into ENGLISH, with

Notes by J. L1, DAvizs, M.A. and D. J. VAUGHAN, M. A,
A dajnty and cheap little edition” —RXAMIRER.
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The Song Book. Words and Tunes from the best Poets and
Musicians, Selected and arranged by JoHN HULLAH, Professor
of Vocal Music in King’s College, London.

4 choice collection of the sterling songs of England, Scotland, and
Ireland, with the music of eack prefixed to the Words. How much
true wholesome pleasure suck a book can diffuse, and will diffuse,
we trust through many thousand families.”—EXAMINER.

La Lyre Francaise. Selected and arranged, with Notes, by
GUSTAVE MassoN, French Master in Harrow School.
A selection of the best French songs and lyrical pieces.

Tom Brown'’s School Days. By Ax Orp Bov.
“A perfect gem of a book. The best and most healthy book about
. Goys Jor boys that ever was writlen.”—ILLUSTRATED TIMES.

A Book of Worthies. Gathered from the Old Histories and
written anew by the Author of ¢ THE HEIR OF REDCLYFFE.’
With Vignette.
¢ An admirable addition to an admrable series,”—WESTMINSTER

REVIEW.
A Book of Golden Thoughts. By Henry ATTWELL
Knight of the Order of the Oak Crown.
“ My. Attwell has produced a book of ravevalue. . . . Happilyit
is small enough lo be carried about in the pocket,and of suck a com-
panion it would be difficult to weary.”—PALL MALL GAZETTE.

Guesses at Truth. By Two BroTuers. New Edition,

The Cavalier and his Lady. Selections trom the Works
of the First Duke and Duchess of Newcastle. With an Intro-
ductory Essay by EDWARD JENKINS, Author of “Ginx’s Baby,” &c.
““ A charming little volume.”—STANDARD.

Theologia Germanica.—Which setteth forth many fair Linea-

: ments of Divine Truth, and saith very lofty and lovely things
touching a Perfect Life. Edited by DR. PFEIFFER, from the only
complete manuscript yet known. Translated from the German,
by SUSANNA WINKWORTH, With a Preface by the REv. CHARLES
KINGSLEY, and a Letter to the Translator by the Chevalier
Bunsen, D.D.

Milton’s Poetical Works.—Edited, with Notes, &c., by
PROFESSOR MassoN. Two vols. 18mo. 9.

Scottish Song. A Selection of the Choicest Lyrics of Scotland.
Compiled and arranged, with brief Notes, by MARY CARLYLE
AITKIN.,
¢ Miss Aitkin's exquisite collection of Scottish Song is so alluying,

and suggests so many topics, that we find it difficult to lay it down.

The book is one that should find a place in every library, we haa
almost said in every pocket, and the summer towrist who vishes \o
carry with him into the country a volume of gemwine Rmh"s \1‘:;}»
Jind it difficult to select one containing within o small o <o .
so muckh of rarest value.” —SPECT ATOR.
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Deutsche Lyrik.—The Golden Treasury of the best German
Lyrical Poems, selected and arranged with Notes and Literary
Introduction. By Dr. BUCHHEIM,

4 This collection of German poetry is compiled with care and con-
scientiousness. . . . . The vesult of his labours is satisfaclory.
Almost all the lyrics dear to Englisk readers of German will be
Jound in this little volume.”—PALL MALL GAZETTE.

Robert Herrick.—SELECTIONS FROM THE LYRICAL

POEMS OF. Arranged with Notes by F. T. PALGRAVE.

“ A delightful little book. Herrick, the English Catullus, is simply
one of the most exquisite of poets, and kis fame and memory are
fortunate in having found one so capable of doing honour to them
as the present editor ; who contributes a charming dedication and
a preface full of delicate and sensitive criticism lo a volume than
whick one would hardly desire a choicer companion for a journey
or for hours of ease in the country.”—DAILY NEWS,

Poems of Places.—Edited by H. W. LoNGFELLOW. England
and Wales. Two Vols.
¢ After a careful perusal we must pronounce kis work an excellent
collection. . . . In this compilation we find not only a guide-
book for future travels, but a fund of reminiscences of the past.
To many of us it will seem like a biography of our best and
happiest emotions. . . . For those who know not all these places
the book will be an excellent travelling companion or guide, or may
even stand some in good stead in place of travel.”—TIMEs,

Matthew Arnold’s Selected Poems.
Also a Large Paper Edition. Crown 8vo. 125 6.

The Story of the Christians and Moors in Spain,
—By CHARLOTTE M. YonNGe. With a Vignette by HoLMAN
HuNT. .

Lamb’s Tales from Shakespeare.—Edited with Preface
by the Rev. ALFRED AINGER, Reader at the Temple.

Wordsworth’s Select Poems.—Chosen and Edited, with
Preface by MATTHEW ARNOLD,

Shakespeare’s Songs and Sonnets.—Edited by Francrs

TURNER PALGRAVE, ) [Sheortly.
Selections from Addison.—Edited by JouN RICHARD
GREEN. [Shortly.

Selections from Shelley.—FEdited by STorForp A.
BROOKE, [Shortly
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MACMILLAN'S GLOBE LIBRARY.

Beaulgful/'y printed on toned paper price 3s. 6d. eack. Also kgt in a
variety of calf and morocco bindings at moderate prices.

Books, Wordsworth says, are
' “‘the spirlt breathed
By dead men to their kin

and the aim of the publishers of the Globe lera.ry has
been to make it possible for the universal kin of English-
speaking men to hold communion with the loftiest * spirits
of the mighty dead ;” to put within the reach of all classes
complete and accurate editions, carefully and clearly printed
upon the best paper, in a convenient form, at a moderate
price, of the works of the MASTER-MINDS OF ENGLISH
LITERATURE, and occasionally of foreign literature in an
attractive English dress.

The Editors, by their scholarship and specxal study of
their authors, are competent to afford every assistance to
readers of all kinds : this assistance is rendered by original
biographies, glossaries of unusual or obsolete words, and
critical and explanatory notes.

The publishers hope, therefore, that these Globe Editions
may prove worthy of acceptance by all classes wherever the
English Language is spoken, and by their universal circula-
tion justify their distinctive epithet ; while at the same time
they spread and nourish a common sympathy with nature’s
most *finely touched” spmts, and thus help a. lm:le to

“ make the whole world kin,”

The SATURDAY REVIEW says: * The Globe Elitions are admzrable

" for thelr scholarly editing, their ty, pqg‘raphual excellence, their com-
pendious form, and their cheapness.”  The BRITISH QUARTERLY
REVIEW says: ‘“ In compendiousness, elegance, and :c/wlarlim.f,
the Globe Editions of Messrs. Macmuillan surpass any popular series
of our classics hitherto given to the public. A.r near an approach
2o miniature perfection as has ever been made.’

Shakespeare’s Complete Works. TRawe by W .
CLARK, M. A., &nd W AvLp1s WRIGHT, \l\.h.,d\"tm“Q-M‘
c
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Cambridge, Editors of the ‘‘Cambridge Shakespeare.” With

Glossary. Pp. 1,075.

The ATHENAUM says this edition is *‘ a marvel of beauty, cheapness,
and compaciness. . . . For the busy man, above all for the
working student, lhis ts the best of all existing Shakespeares.”
And the PaLL MALL GAZETTE observes: ** To kave produced
the complete works of the world’s grealest poet in suck a form,
and at a price within the reack of every one, is of itself almost
sufficient to give the publishers a claim to be considered public bene-
Jactors.” '

Spenser’s Complete Works. Edited from the Original
Editions and Manuscripts, by R. MorRis, with a Memoir by J.
W. HALES, M.A.  With Glossary. pp. lv., 736.

“Worthy—and higher praise it needs not—of the beautiful * Globe
Series.) The work is edited with all the care so moble a poat
deserves.”—DAILY NEWs,

8ir Walter Scott’s Poetical Works. Edited with a
Biographical and Critical Memoir by FRANCIS TURNER PALGRAVE,
and copious Notes. pp. xliii., §59. .

““ We can almost sympathise with a middle-aged grumbler, who, afler
reading Mr. Palgrave's ir and introduction, should exclaim
—*Why was there not such an edition of Scott when I was a school:
boy ?’”"—GUARDIAN, )

Complete Works of Robert Burns.——~THE POEMS,
SONGS, AND LETTERS, edited :from the best Printed and
Manuscript Authorities, with Glossarial Index, Notes, and a
Biographical Memoir by ALEXANDER SMITH. pp. lxii., 636.
“Admirable in all respects”’<~SPECTATOR. * The cheapest, the

most perfect, and the mist -interesting edilion which has ever. been
publishea,”+BELL'S MESSENGER. .

Robinson Crusoe. Edited after the Original Editions, with a
Biographical Introduction by HeNry KINGSLEY. pp. xxxi,, 607.
A most excellent and in every way desirable edition.””—COURT
CIRCULAR. “ Macmllan's * Globe’ Robinsom Crusoe is a book to

Aave and 10 keep.”—MORNING STAR.

Goldsmith’s Miscellaneous ‘Works. Edited, with
Biographical Introduction, by Professor MAssON. pp. Ix., 695.
Such an admirable compendium of the facts of Goldsmith's life,

and so careful and minsute a delineation of the mixed traits of his
veculiar character as o be a very model of a liserary biography
in little.”—SCOTSMAN,

Pope’s Poetical Works., Edited, with Notes and Intro-
ductory Memoir, by ApoLpHUs WILLIAM WAaRD, M.A., Fellow
of St.” Peter’s College, Cambridge, and Prolessor of History in
Owens College, Manchester. pp. lii., 508.

Zhe LITERARY CHURCHMAN remarks : * 1he editor's owm notes
and introductory memair are excellent, the memoir alone wa'c'ld be
chwap amd well worth buying at the price of the whole volmaee.
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Dryden’s Poetical Works. Edited, with a Memoir,
Revised Text, and ‘Notes, by W. D, CHRISTIE, M.A., of Trinity
College, Cambridge. pp. Ixxxvii., 662,

“ An admirable edition, the result of great researck ana of a caretul
revision of the lext, The memotr prefixed contains, within less
than ninely pages, as much sound criticism and as comprehensive
:; biography as the student of Dryden need desire.”—PALL MALL

AZETTE, .

Cowper’s Poetical Works. Edited, with Notes and
Biographical Introduction, o by WrILLIAM BENHAM, Vicar of
Addington and Professor of*Modern History in Queen’s College,
London. pp. Ixxiii., §36.

“Mr. Benham's edition of Cowper is one of permanent wvalue.
The biographical intrdduction is excellent, full of information,
singularly neat and readable and modest—indeed too modest in
tts comments.” The noles are contise and accurate, and the editor
Ras been able to discover and introduce some hitherto unmpyinted
maller. Altogether the book is a very excellent one.”” —SATURDAY.
REVIEW. .

Morte d’Arthur.—SIR THOMAS MALORY’S BOOK OF
KING ARTHUR AND OF HIS NOBLE KNIGHTS OF
THE ROUND TABLE. The original Edition of CAXTON,
revised for Modern Use. With an Introduction by Sir EDWARD"
STRACHEY, Bart. pp. xxxvii., 509.
1t is with perfect confidence that we vecommend this edition of the ola

yomance to every class of readers.”—PALL MALL GAZETTE.

The Works of Virgil. Rendered into English Prose, with
Introductions, Notes, Running Analysis, and an Index. By JAMESs.
LonspaLe, M.A., late Fellow and Tutor of Balliol College,
Oxford, and Classical Professor in King's College, London ; and
SaMueL LEg, M.A., Latin Lecturer at University College,
London. pp. 288.

“A more complete edition of Virgil in Englisk it is scarcely possible
to conceive than the scholarly work before us.””—GLOBE.

The Works of Horace. Rendered into English Prose, with
Introductions, Running Analysis, Notes, and Index. By Joun
LonspaLe, M.A., and SAMUEL LEg, M.A
The STANDARD says, * 7o clussical and non-classical voaders §t
will be invaluable as a faithful intergretation of the mind ana
meaning of the poet, enviched as il is with notes and disseriations

* of the highest value in the way of criticism, tllusiration, and
explanation.” .

Miltcn’s Poetical Works.—Edited with Introdnetioms ‘oy
Profsssor MAssSoN, .

*“ A worthy addition to a valuable series — NTRER I
“ /i cvery way an admivable book > —R® AN YRR
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MACMILLAN'S POPULAR NOVELS.

In Crown 8vo. cloth, price 6s. each Volume.

) BY WILLIAM BLACK.

A PRINCESS OF THULE.,

MADCAP VIOLET.

THE MAID OF KILLEENA; and other Tales.

THE STRANGE ADVENTURES OF A PHAETON.
- "Iustrated.

GREEN PASTURES AND PICCADILLY.
MACLEOD OF DARE. Iilu:trated,

BY CHARLES KINGSLEY.
TWO YEARS AGO.
“« WESTWARD HO!"”
ALTON LOCKE, With Portrait.
HYPATIA.
YEAST.
HEREWARD THE WAKE.

BY THE AUTHOR OF “JOHN HALIFAX,GENTLEMAN.”
THE HEAD OF THE FAMILY. Illustrated.

THE OGILVIES. Illustrated.

AGATHA’S HUSBAND. Illustrated.

OLAVE, Illustrated.

BY CHARLOTTE M. YONGE.

THE .HEIR OF REDCLYFFE, With Illustrations.

HEARTSEASE, With Iilustrations.

.THE DAISY CHAIN. With Illustrations.

THBE TRIAL : More Links in the Daisy Chain. With Illus-
trations.

HOPES.AND FEARS, '

DYNEVOR TERRACE, With Illustrations.

MY YOUNG ALCIDES.

THE PILLARS OF THE HOUSE. 2 Vols.

CLEVER WOMAN OF THE FAMILY.

THE YOUNG STEPMQTHERR,

THE DOVE IN THE EAGLE'S WaST.

THE CAGED LION. Wuewd. . . . . \



MACMILLAN’S POPULAR NOVELS—wniinucd.
BY CHARLOTTE M. YONGE—consinucd.

THE CHAPLET OF PEARLS.

LADY HESTER ;-er, Ursula’s Narrative.- .,

THE THREE BRIDES 2 Vols. ’

A

BY MRS. OLIPHANT.

YOUNG MUSGRAVE.
THE CURATE IN CHARGE,
A SON. OF THE SQIL. - & “ °7%, .o

. .- BY. ANNIE KEARY.
CASTLE DALY.
OLDBURY.

A YORK AND A LANCASTER ROSE.

< - BY GEORGE FLEMING

ANILE NOVEL IR IR
.MIRAGE.

“ Uy HENRY JAMES Jnn. ' Lo
THE EUROPEANS. " '
THE AMERICAN, -

FRC I

TOM BROWN'’S SCHOOL DAYS,

TOM BRGWN AT OXFORD. ‘

THE FOOL OF QUALITY. By H. BROOKE.
REALMAH. By the Author of “Friends in Council.”
PATTY. By Mrs, MACQUOID, :

HUGH CRICHTON’S ROMANCE. By C R. COLERIDGE.'

OWEN GWYNNE'S GREAT WORK. ' Ry LADY AUGUSTA *
NOEL.

MY TIME, AND WHAT I'VE DONE WITH IT. By F.
C.BURNAND, . .

ROSE TURQUAND. By ELLICE HoOPKiNS,* ’

OLD SIR DOUGLAS, By the Hon. Mrs. NORTON. o

SEBASTIAN. By KaTHERINE CGOPER. ' o

THE LAUGHING MILL; and ofher Tales. oy Yoawx
HAWTHORNE.



g

LOXDON ¢
g. CLAY, SONS, AND TAYLOR,
BREAD STREET HILL, E.Ce










